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Josephine 


Since 


by Richele Eraso 


The wind is howling outside the windows. | can hear it in my dreams, whipping 
around the comers of my desolate island. It has been hours, maybe days that | 
have existed in an endless sleep with only the siren’s song flowing through my head. 
There is a murmur of recollection of time and events prior to my current state. Vi- 
sions of ache and red, voices whispering, the faint reminder of skin on skin. At times 
there is feeling, an icy burn that tingles through my extremities only to slowly fade 
away into a mere echo. | have no voice; it was lost somewhere in a scream. Wait, 
there are footsteps moving closer, growing louder. Has someone finally heard my 
silent call to come and wake me from my slumber? 


I sense that my eyes are open, although | see nothing. Then | feel it, the breath that 
was once before is upon me again. Balmy and moist filled with the scent of some- 
thing lost and wanting. When his warm finger touched my frigid skin the remem- 
bering was somehow triggered. In a whirlwind | was on a footpath, watching myself 
walking. It was dusk and the sky was afire with amber, | was steeped in the glow of 
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the evening sun. The shade cast under the trees was something magical that night, 
the ground appeared alive as if it were dancing. For a moment | was enveloped in 
the perfect beauty of life. Like all else on Earth this flawless event was fleeting and 
lost to reality 


| tumbled to the ground, forced forward from behind, my head hit stones to black- 
ness and blood. | was risen from below in the ams of an unfamiliar with the words 
“Sweet Josephine, | will care for you” being uttered in my ear. This voice deep and 
throaty | knew not, yet somehow he spoke my name with the tendemess of a dear 
friend. He carried me for what seemed like miles as | lay limp in his arms. Bird's 
lulling voices were saluting the day while the scent of dampness and roses filled my 
nostrils. | could hear water lapping at a shore while my body seemed to sway in liq- 
uid motion. Bundled in something warm and rough I travelled across water to a 
place of great stillness where only the wind and the sea seemed to exist. Faintly, 
there was a voice reminiscent of Lorelei that travelled with a gust of wind, only to dis- 
appear into a dense wall of rocks. A journey spent wondering, have | been claimed 
bya savior or captor? 


| awoke to a room lit with an old oil lamp. There were antique lace dressings on the 
bed and I was changed into a white gossamer gown. It was as if time had shifted 
and I was taken to a place long forgotten. There was nothing modem in the space, 
the large wooden door was locked from the outside. I was trapped in a cell of his- 
tory with no way out. Alarge chestnut dresser sat across from me, mounted with an 
‘omate mirror and upon it was a piece of parchment inscribed with the words “I have 
been searching for you through the tides of time and now that I've found you | will 
never let you go.” My reflection showed great pallor while a large gash wreaked 
havoc on my forehead. | was a sight that would have pleased the ferryman. There 
was nothing to do but sit and wait. 


The hours passed slowly, | was ravaged with hunger and a pain in my head. Con- 
fusion tumed to a fevered madness and then he came. With a twist of the lock the 
door opened to a large man harried and wom as if he'd been travelling for a century. 
Ancient lines weathered his face, and when his glance finally met my eyes he smiled 
toa mouth quite cancerous. | could not withhold my scream and with a great shrill 
ness | cried out. He then came towards me and placed his hand across my mouth 

I was paralyzed with fear yet could not control my voice. He pressed against me 
harder, almost frenzied by my reaction. He then bound me to the brass and just 
waited until | tired. He towered above me and just stared with glassy eyes. 


He hadn't spoken a word aside from the brief sentiment when our paths first 
crossed. Finally he wove a story of us. Speaking of love lost at sea, my disap- 
pearance into the depths of the ocean and how he kept this shack on our private isle 
awaiting the day that | would eventually retum to him. From his waistcoat he drew 
a ragged photo. He was much younger then and quite handsome, on his arm was 
a beautiful young woman that resembled me in visage and stature. He told me that 
he struck a dark bargain, one that would bring me back bound in blood and sacri- 
fice. The pinkie finger on his right hand was missing. He then showed me the amulet 
around his neck; it was filled with teeth and bone. “You belong to me,” he said. | 
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could not grasp what he was espousing. There was no memory, only a photo, an 
image from long ago that could have been anyone. It was just a face anyway, it 
wasn't me. 


He began to disrobe, skin like leather hidden under his worn garments. | could 
‘smell his age like rot on a decaying tree. As | lay on my back tethered and immo- 
bile he mounted me. Raising my dress slowly, touching my skin with great callous 
he explored every part of my body. Whispering “Josephine, Sweet Josephine you 
are mine.... forever.” Then it happened, he wrapped his large hands around my neck 
and squeezed. | could feel my breath expiring. Tears began to stream down his 
face. He moved his mouth to my ear and softly spoke ‘I'm so sorry my love, but this 
is the only way I can keep you.” 


This is how I came to sleep, now realizing that it wasn't sleep at all but a slow death. 
Forever ensconced in a lifeless form with no way out. He left me there for a while 
and just watched, weeping holding this image of his obsessive fancy. He then pre- 
pared an ice bath, removed my binds and placed me in the freezing water. After 
some time, he has now returned; his breath and touch waking my mind but not stir- 
ring my body. He removed me from the water, dried off the wetness and oiled my 
cold skin. He was humming an old tune; | could hear the contentment in his voice. 
He then dressed me and laid me upon the bed. | could hear liquid being poured into 
a glass and then two. Soles of old shoes scampered on the floor while the creaky 
arm ofa victrola was wound. The old record played imperfectly while the vibrations 
of knife and fork clanged against a plate. Dining and conversation with the dead, as 
if | was an active participant, while only my mind could acknowledge this bizarre and 
surreal experience. After dinner he brushed my hair, rouged my lips and began to 
read The Wonderful Wizard of Oz. “Sweet Josephine, remember our nights spent 
in the storms... they were just like this.” 


For some time the ritual continued, never changing. My body stiffened and the rose 

il was no longer covering the smell of death. My hair began to fall out with the 
touch of his finger tips. His perfect keepsake was wasting away. He cried out “It 
wasn't supposed to be like this, she was supposed to be perfect!” Disillusionment 
set in, the ritual waned and the tears overflowed. For a final time he dressed me, 
ate our meal and then climbed into me. You could hear my body crackling under the 
pressure of his form. He squeezed me tightly whispering “Sweet Josephine, Sweet 
Josephine” as he finished his pleasure. Then | heard a massive explosion that rat- 
tled my empty skull. His body slumped against mine; warm blood the stench of iron 
covered my face. In the end I was his, pinned undemeath his skin and bone. The 
Sweet Josephine of a man without a name was what I became, forever. 


~ Finis ~ 


Fombie Love 


by Kat Parsons 
Fleshless limbs emerge from the grave 
Escaped now from the cold crypt-cave. 


Asearch this night, she would commence 
To find her love through fog so dense. 


The moonlight hidden by the storm 
She longed for him to keep her warm. 


He'd stroke her hair with loving hands 
Though, now it hung in tangled strands. 


He should be here beside her now 
‘She searched each stone with no avow. 


‘She screeched a painful banshee’s scream 
Oh, wake me from this horrid dream. 


Drifting past the cast iron gate 
What brought her to this cruel fate? 


Down familiar paths toward home 
Beyond the garden’s cheery gnome. 


The windows dark and locked up tight 
Could not abort her ghostly flight. 


Now standing there beside the bed 
She gazed upon the newly wed 


Lovers wrapped in deep blissful sleep 
the ghostly shape began to weep. 


But why, my love, how could this be? 
You'd promised all your love to me. 


| gave myself to you each day 
But your roaming eye looked away. 


‘So many trysts and rendezvous 
‘And lies to cover for what you do. 


Did selfish lust consume your life 
So much that you would kill your wife? 


‘She choked on sobs of anguished grief 
was blinded by her disbelief. 


Memories tumbled back in place 
A final kiss and last embrace. 


He'd plunged the blade into her spine 
‘And blood flowed down in serpentine. 


Vengeance now, would desire its toll 
Without his heart, she wasn't whole. 


‘She thrust her hands into his chest 
And tore the heart out from his breast. 


The heart, within her bony grip 
She held it to her grotesque lip. 


Gently kissed then tucked inside 
Within her ribs, ever abide. 


She tured away with blood stained smile 
Retraced the cold and gloomy mile. 


Back to the grave his heart she'd take 
A gore-stained path left in her wake. 


As sun rose, there upon the stone 
a bloody message scratched with bone. 


My love, at last, at rest with me, 
Together for eternity. 


Be mindful all, how you behave 
Your deeds will put you in the grave. 


That Time of the Month 


by Jennifer Yousfi 


Cynthia stared out the window at the full moon. It hung full and ripe in the night 
sky, hovering just above the tree line. She didn't need to look at the clock on the 
mantle to know that he would be home soon. 


She ran through her mental check list. Their young son Timothy was safely away 
for the evening at her mother’s house. Cynthia was thankful Tim loved his monthly 
stays with Grandma. Just a toddler, he was still too young to suspect the real rea- 
son he needed to be away from home every time the moon was full 


There was no point in hiding the knives or the fireplace poker. He wouldn't use 
them. He didn't need to. But Cynthia did go from room to room ensuring the heavy 
window drapery was shut tight. She wanted to be sure none of the neighbors 
would be able to see what would happen in her home tonight. Once prepared, she 
sat down in the armchair by the fire to wait. 


How many months had she been living like this now? She had lost track. 


In the early days of their marriage, Cynthia had been happy. She tried to hold onto 
those memories of a time when she didn't yet know her husband’s deadly secret 
He had taken such pains to hide it from her. Cynthia could only wish that she had 
never noticed anything amiss; that she had never pushed him for answers. Her ig- 
norance had been blissful. She just hadn't realized it. 


She had noticed the cyclical pattern of his absences first. His business trips al- 
ways fell every four weeks. He would only be away one night. She questioned 
him. It had been simple enough for him to explain that part of it. He was an engi- 
neer with a large firm. They had manufacturing plants across the country. Inspec- 
tions were required every four weeks to comply with government regulations. He 
made it sound so plausible 


No big deal, he had said. No big d 


she had thought 


Itwas one night a month. Cynthia usually spent the evening with her mom or one 
of her friends. It was nice. She had enjoyed her girl time. She was proud her hus- 
band was doing so well at work 


But then she had gotten pregnant. And she began to resent the frequency of his 
trips. For the first time, she was nervous to be home alone. She couldn't under- 
stand why another engineer couldn't do the safety inspections for a while, just 
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until after the baby came. Was it really too much to ask? 


The time came when she had begged him to stay. She was a good wife. He owed 
her this. Didn't he want her to be safe? She had no idea that his monthly trips 
were designed to protect her and keep her safe 


She pleaded, but he wouldn't stay. When he left her she was in tears, her belly 
round and swollen with their first child. He had never denied her anything before. 
He had cried, too, softly, as he walked out the door. He had looked as if his heart 
was breaking. But still he left. 


Later, Cynthia felt bad about their parting words. She loved her husband. She 
missed him. Remembering her promise in their marriage vows to never let the sun 
set on their anger, Cynthia called the hotel where he had told her he would be 
staying 


There was no one there by that name, the reception desk clerk assured her. 
Cynthia confronted her husband as soon as he retumed home. 


She wasn't sure what she had expected. She had spent the night fearing the 
worst. Drugs. Alcohol. Gambling. Maybe even another woman 


But not this. Never this. 


Itwas so impossible that Cynthia simply didn't believe what her husband told her. 
His explanation was too fantastical, the stuff of myth and legend. It was a story 
ripped straight from an old pulp novel. She condemned him for his outrageous 
lies. She railed at him for refusing to trust her with the truth about his transgres- 
sions. She demanded he come clean. But he held firm. He stood by his story, 
ridiculous as it had seemed at the time. 


She should have left then. But she didn't. 


There was so much good in their marriage. What was one night out of every 28? 
She was eight months pregnant. She didn’t want to retum to her parents’ home. 
She wanted to work things out. She didn’t want to lose face. She wanted to spend 
her life with him. She wanted her son to have his father. She wanted to trust him. 


So she tried. She really tried. She tried so hard to put it out of her mind and go 
back to her earlier state of blissful ignorance. For a time, she was so enraptured 
with her newbom son that she was able to focus on him and push her husband's 
monthly trips to the back of her mind, 


But she was never able to completely put the story he had told her out of her 
mind. She couldn't believe. And she wouldn't forget. When Tim reached an age 
where he could spend the night with her mom, she followed her husband when he 


left for one of his overnight trips. 
Oh, how she wished now that she hadn't. 


The sound of a snapping branch outside broke Cynthia out of her reverie. Her 
hands clenched the arm of the chair, her knuckles white. She closed her eyes and 
reminded herself that it was just one night. She reminded herseff that she loved 
her husband. That tomorrow he would shower her with apologies and kiss the 
wounds he had himself inflicted. 


Steeling herself for what was to come, Cynthia remembered now the first time she 
had seen her husband angry. It was her first hint of the darkness that lay within 
him. After she followed him, for the first time, she hadn't been anxious for his re- 
turn. She wasn't ready to discuss what she had seen. She hadn't yet been able to 
get her head around it 


Itwas his tum to confront her as soon as he got home. She could immediately tell 
that he knew. He had given no sign, but he knew she had been there. He knew 
she had seen. He sensed her fear. He felt her disgust. And now she felt his anger. 


How he came to be this way, he wouldn't say. What it might mean for their son, 
she was afraid to ask. 


She had seen him in his true form. He felt no more need to hide. He no longer 
needed to go on the hunt when his own wife had made herself such a willing vic- 
tim at home. His monthly business trips stopped and Tim's monthly overnight trips 
to his grandmother's house continued, 


Cynthia knew her husband felt she had betrayed him. She knew he was punishing 
her for her disobedience. And she knew, in a sick, twisted way, that it brought 
them closer. There were no more secrets, at least not from each other. The se- 
crets from Tim (and the neighbors) were just beginning 


Part of her felt she deserved it. Part of her was glad, that even like this, her hus- 
band was with her and not some other woman. Part of her didn't know how much 
more she could take. Part of her could only focus on getting through tonight. 


She heard the crash as the door in the kitchen she had left unlocked swung vio- 
lently open, almost ripped off the hinges. She heard the low snarls and the 
padded foot falls as he made his way down the hall. Cynthia sat totally stil, eyes 
shut tight, wishing this all away. It felt ike a horror movie, but it was her life. 


She heard him paw anxiously at the wooden floor as he reached the entryway to 
the living room. She could hear the click of his nails as he paced, sizing up his 
prey. Within seconds he had bounded across the floor and was on her. His front 
paws rested on her bare thighs. Cynthia felt his hot, fetid breath on her face as he 
sniffed at her. She felt his claws dig into her flesh. She knew they would leave 


marks and bruises. She tried not to screw her face up in revulsion as he licked her 
cheek with his long, rough tongue. She started to cry as he let out a how. 


With one powerful paw, he batted her out of the chair and down onto the carpet 
like a rag doll. He hated it when she cried. She knew that, but she couldn't stop. 
Her temple bumped against the coffee table. Another bruise, she thought. She lay 
naked, cowering on the carpet. She had learned to wait for him naked. If she 
didn't, he would simply tear her clothes to shreds, often leaving deep gashes in 
her skin as he did. It only took a few months, a few ruined outfits and a few scars 
on her back to leam this way was easier. 


She still hadn't opened her eyes to look at the beast. She didn't want to see him 
this way. 


She could feel the fur on his belly rubbing against her skin as he sniffed her from 
one end to the other. His hot saliva dripped on her naked back. He nibbled at her 
hip and she gasped as he broke the skin with his teeth. The first bite always hurt 
the worst. Even after all this time, she still wasn’t sure why. 


He nosed at her buttocks with his snout, forcing her to assume the position he 
wanted. She drew her knees up towards her chest, presenting her sex to him. Re- 
sisting would only make it worse. She shivered as he licked at her slit, again and 
again. He was toying with her now. Scraping his claws lightly down her back as he 
continued to lick and tease her with his over-sized tongue. He wanted her wet for 
what would come next. 


He mounted her. 


The first thrust made her scream in pain. As a man, his cock wasn't small. But as 
the beast it was impossibly thick and long. Cynthia felt as if her insides might be 

ripped apart. And yet, loath as she was to admit it, there was pleasure there, too. 

‘As man and wife, their love-making was pleasant, gentle, conservative. As beast 
and prey, the sex was raw, savage, animal 


Some part of her enjoyed it. She hated that part of herself. 


She dug her hands into the pile of the rug and held on as he entered her again 
and again. He liked to bite her. As his teeth sunk into her shoulder, she felt her 
body shudder with her own climax, barely able to believe that her body could ig- 
nore the screaming in her mind and take pleasure in this act of violence. His 
grunts changed to a howl as the pace of his thrusts quickened. She felt his weight 
collapse on her, pinning her to the floor, as he shuddered and shot his hot load in- 
side her. She felt it dribble down her thighs once he finally pulled out of her. 


Even with her eyes still shut, she knew he stayed there for a while, watching her. 
She could smell him, 
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She stayed perfectly still until she was sure he was gone. 


Cynthia curled into the fetal position on the floor. Eyes still closed, she reminded 
herself that tomorrow it would all be okay. He would feel horrible about what had 
happened tonight. He would apologize again and again, begging her forgiveness, 
which she would give him. In the end, she would be the one to soothe him. She 
would be the one to comfort him. She would tell him she understood. She would 
assure him (and herself) that it hadn't been rape. That he hadn't gone too far. 
That he would never go too far. That he could control the beast. That he wouldn't 
ever make a mistake. That he would never accidentally end her life. 


He was her husband. She was his wife. And she loved him. 


Slowly things would retum to normal. She would cover the bruises on her face 
with make-up. She would wear long sleeves and pants. After a few days, she 
would stop flinching when her husband put his hand on her shoulder. By the end 
of the week, she would relent and once again melt into his hugs. She would ra- 
tionalize and justify and convince herself that she could put up with one night of 
terror for a month full of happiness. 


She would try to forget. 
Tim would come home and find his loving parents waiting for him. His father 
would be so glad to see him. They would play in the backyard while Cynthia 
watched through the window over the kitchen sink, the smell of pumpkin bread 
wafting through the house. A glass of cold milk would be waiting for Tim when he 
came inside, Cynthia ready with a hug for each of her boys. 


This is what Cynthia told herself as she lay naked, bruised and bloodied on the 
floor. 


They would be a happy family. The husband she loved would be back. The beast 
would be gone. 


Until the next full moon. 


~ Finis ~ 
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This is what Cynthia told herself as she lay naked, bruised 
and bloodied on the floor. 


Lprcanibrope 
by E. Doyle-Gillespie 


Can you smell me in your fur? 
Can you still smell me when your alabaster skin 

and freckles disappear below that thick, musty 

dog hair and the glow of a full moon? 

When you untwine yourself from me, 

leave our bed, and go on all fours into 

the farmers’ fields with your ears laid back, 

can you still feel the heat of my mouth on 

your skin? 

My teeth on your breasts? 

My frantic bites on your neck, your shoulders? 

Are you stil swollen and sore from what was 

deep inside you only moments before 

you went out to hunt? 

When you are rummaging in the belly of a ewe 

with those age-old claws of yours, 

and the razors of your mouth, 

do you muse over the fact that | will still bathe you in the moming? 
That, again, | will wash the clots of dirt from your hair, 
and kiss your lush mouth clean of some poor 

shepherd's blood? 

Do you think about the fact that | will tell you 

that grown men are crying openly in the square for missing sons 
and devoured herds? 

That grown men are asking “Is she back?” 

with tremors in their breath? 

And, if someday they remember the recipe 

for silver bullets and huntsman courage, 

will they find you, the red-haired, leggy 

school teacher from across the glen, 

naked and tangled in the torn carcass of a prize Ryeland, 
a bullet hole in your heart, 

and your neck ringed with 

a husband's passionate kisses ? 
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Cipped Wings 


by Peggy Gambill 


British people believe when the last raven leaves 
the Tower of London, the British nation will disappear. 


Soon after our first 
decade, | tell 
my husband, “I want 
to take our fledglings 
and fly away. 


Still he denies we are finished, 
Instead he makes impassioned promises 
to keep me by his side. 
He doesn't notice my feathers, 
once shiny and black, now dull 


From the castle's brick walls, 
stories catch in the wind 
about Anne Boelyn 
and her merciful husband 
who permitted a blindfold. 


But that is not my husband's way, 
who did not learn from his British ancestors, 
he watches tears and blood spill 
over his castle. Having clipped 
my wings years ago, now he plucks 


one feather at a time. 


14 


Gmnbiq: 


Ba Large Bridge of 
ous Cecmmvyeniion 


by Colin James 


My girlfriend's wallpaper 
has been compared to 
frescoes that cry blood 

The guilt and the puke 

filla litter box 

in the company of saintly icons. 
Best not walk barefoot, 

take off your shoes only 

before you get into bed 

She's a master hairdresser 
when death needs a trim, 

halo of a pedicure. 
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Dead’ Rin 


by Stephen Pohl 


Dead Run 
meets Gwynn 
Falls in 

Leakin Park 
where planted 
bodies never 
take root 

or grow 

but only 

molder and 
leach the 
bones of 

guys and 

dolls who 
crossed friends 
and lovers. 


Battiegh 


by R. A. Boyd 


173 days ago, | buried my four year old daughter Halliegh. This moming my 
beloved daughter, returned to me. I'd always told her to stay away from our in 
ground pool. You see right before she died we moved into our home with my new 
husband, her step-father Eric and she couldn't wait to go swimming in her very 
‘own pool. So she would play around the 10 foot deep, empty hole counting down 
the days until it would be filled with cool blue water. My Halliegh fell into that 
‘empty pool all those days ago and broke her neck and her right leg. But the bro- 
ken neck isn't what killed her. They found water in her lungs. There were a few 
inches of rainwater that had accumulated in the bottom of that empty whole, and it 
was the water that killed my poor baby. Because she had a broken neck, she 
couldn't lift her head from the dirty water and she drowned. 

Thad nothing more to live for. 

My wonderful husband Eric took a sabbatical and stayed with me, caring for me, 
wiping my tears, getting me through the moments that | had longed for death to. 
relief me of my grief. He kept me from taking my life. 

Shortly after | woke this morning, | looked out of our bedroom window and saw 
Eric swimming in the pool. That cursed hole. | went to the bathroom to confirm 
my suspicions. | used the devise, waited two minutes and found out that | was 
pregnant. It felt like a betrayal to Halliegh. But she would have enjoyed a 
younger brother or sister, so | took joy out of what | thought would bring her joy: a 
sibling. | ran from the bathroom, rushed to the top of the stairs to let Eric know 
that we, he and |, would be having a child. As | carefully descended the stairs, | 
saw a figure standing at the bottom. It took only moments to realize what | was 
seeing. Halliegh! As | had seen her lying at the bottom of the pool: her neck 
craned unnaturally to the left, a small bone jutting out just below the knee in her 
lavender and black dress that she had always loved. “It makes me look like a 
princess, Mommy!” She would say. Her skin was worst of all: in the place of the 
rich honey brown complexion was a sickly pale and ashen tent that made my 
breath stop and my stomach tum. 

“Halliegh,” | whispered 

Her lips moved, but no sound could be heard. | watched as her right arm slowly 
began to rise as a plea for me to come near to her. | took one step toward this 
thing that looked so much like my dearest Halliegh and froze as it moved to come 
closer to me. | could hear the water trickle from the bottom of her dress. “It makes 
me look like a princess, Mommy!” Is all | could hear echoing in my memories. 

As she continued to walk toward me, my mind screamed for me to run. But | 
was frozen. And as she stood just inches from me with her hand still reaching, 
she made contact. Its cold hand rested on my belly and | fought my instincts and 
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stood my ground 

But in that instant, she and I weren't standing at the bottom of the stairs any- 
more. | was sitting by the pool in Halliegh’s dress. My dress. | looked down and 
saw that my body was no longer my body; it was my daughter's. 

“Halliegh?” | heard a voice say. “Didn't your mom tell you to stay away from the 
pool? Come and sit with daddy.” Eric said in a sweet voice. “Wait, I'm not your 
daddy. And you're not my daughter.” 

| could feel the confusion on Halliegh’s face, my face. 

“You see,” he continues, “Me and your mom are going to have babies. The kind 
that belong to the both of us.” He says 

Enough with you. He says with malice. But his lips aren't moving. Oh God! | 
could hear his thoughts. She showed me everything! Even a glimpse of his vile 
thoughts. You could never be a part of the family that your mother and I will start. 
You will be a reminder of what was. A disgusting past that will always taint and 
cloud her thoughts. 

Run Halliegh! | thought, willing her to get away from him. But he is much faster. 
From behind | feel his hand connect to our back and then a firm push, and down, 
down, down we go as our dress poufs out in front of us. “It makes me look like a 
princess, Mommy!” Is all | can think before there is pain and | hear a ghastly 
crunch and crack as our neck and leg breaks. But that's not the worst part. There 
is water and there things floating in the water. Things that invade our mouth and 
nose and ears. 

‘As | come out of this trance, this vision that my daughter showed me | feel the 
stairs beneath my body and | jerk forward coughing and spiting wishing | could 
pull her free of the water. But there is no water now. And there is no Halliegh 
Just me filled with rage, lying on the stairs trying to catch my breath remembering 
that he has infected me with his murderous seed. This baby that belongs to us! 
How can | have this child knowing that it's father. 

No. No time to sit and wait to figure things out. | stand and | run the mudroom 
to grab Eric’s baseball bat. | will beat him until he can’t move. Then | will let him 
drown. As my body moves to that God-awful pool, my hands and arms already 
begin to tighten and brace for what I'm about to do. And as | rounded the comer 
to see Eric pulling himself out of the pool | began to scream, “You murdered my 
baby. You killed my daughter.” 

“LI didn't mean-. It happened before | knew...” he sputters. 

And before he can resist, before | can swing the bat, | see my darling Halliegh 
standing behind him. | pause and the look in my eyes makes him tum. He sees 
her. Bent, broken, ashen and smiling. Before he can scream or run she wraps 
her arms and legs around his body and they fall into the pool. Her arms and legs 
begin to grow and twist wrapping his body in tendrils and | can see him screaming 
in the water. She's making him feel the horror that she felt in her last moments of 
life with things floating in the water, a perfect ‘O’ of his mouth as bubbles skip from 
his lips and vines of what appear to be Halliegh’s arm invade his mouth and nose 
and continue to choke the life out of him 

The both of them lay there on the bottom of the pool jerking and bending as he 
tries to pull free. But it's no use. She has him and she keeps him. As the life 
leaves his body I watched as she disappeared and his body floats to the top. And 


there she was; smiling and standing beside me, as | sat there on the side of the 
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pool, smiling back at her. She reaches her discolored hand to my face and disap- 
pears. | get up and walk to the phone. 

“There's been an accident.” | say trying to stop myseff from giggling, feeling the 
madness course through my body as the memory of Halliegh and Eric at the bot- 
tom of the pool find a permanent resting place in my mind and the lunacy that re- 
minds me that his child is now growing in my belly. “Please hurry.” 


~ Finis ~ 


Vanypp 
by Tracy L. Henry 


He lies in bed, 
sheets ghost over his skin; 

his head sinks into eiderdown 
pillows. His chest rises and falls 
with each breath. Morpheus’ kiss 
makes him smile, 


and he doesn't hear 
the scraping against glass 

or the latch pop open, 

letting in a train's faraway call 


He dreams of fingers 
in his hair — of a nail-tip 

along his jaw — of the bed 

denting under the press of a knee 
He dreams of sharp fire at his cock 
and the penetration 

of twin barbs — 


he feels consumed, 


claimed, drowning 
in liquid gamets. 
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Refusing the Cat! 


by Jesse A. Whyte 


I wake late to a brightening sky, fresh 
from the confines of a dark and dreamless 
sleep. Starlings distract the tying of 

my tie; oatmeal tastes bland without sugar. 


The sidewalks tilt toward the fairgrounds 
beyond town and it's lonely marching uphill 
to oblivion's toil past telephone poles 
plastered with fliers for the circus in 


fluorescent pastels that have no business 
in the pre-coffee morning 

There is no thinking of figures or fluff 

on the long — entirely unleisurely — 


commute to a cubicle with columns of 
figures that add up to zero. The 
familiar view of concrete and feet 

is disturbed by an unlikely avatar: 


Adoomsayer in sandwich-boards portents 
the death of normaiity, tinkling bells 

and telling tales of tightropes and Big Tops, 
sword-swallowers and blind fortune-tellers 


slurping translucent, licorice-flavored 
elixirs of immortal amrita from 


crystal goblets 


Ata cluttered desk, I have no focus, 
only the restless repetition of 
meaningless chore. Two-column journals 
pretend at meaning behind empty glyph. 


Neon thoughts blink and flicker in my 
workday mind. With none of the usual 
defenses working, eyes keep drifting to 
the horizon where a hint of chaos lurks. 


Never moved so quickly at the striking 
of the bell, never eared my pittance with 
so little product. Blasted petulant circus! 
Can't steer far enough from its incessant din. 


Path bends parabolically, drawn by some 
known gravity. Street comers curve 
the continuum and mislabeled signs 
trick me onto roads that take me far from home. 


hear him first from a distance, his bellows 
a steady staccato above the background 

hum. “Come one, come alll” — he calls and calls, 
a shameless hackneyed harlequin 


He draws me like he's drawn so many, with 
pockets full of jingling urbane gold. 
| find myself queued like the rest of the throng, 
apprehensively fingering my purse. 


Tumstiles spin and coins clink into cup 
over the cacophonous chaotic 
cavalcade of freak show and carnival 
game. And suddenly | am face-to-face 


with five-and-a-half feet of patchwork clown, 
blood-red nose like a festooned balloon, 
and two dead eyes of darkest filthy coal 
smiling murderously behind an epoxied 


chagrin. Malice dripped from the tenebrous 
tongue with its cackling interrogation: 

“What's a square hare like you gonna snare when 
all is said and done?” 


The Rose Garden 


by Robert E. Petras 


Describing his rose garden in an interview, Anton Malikov once said, “There 
are gardens and there are farms, both producing life for the sustenance or fancies 
of mankind; my garden produces the sublime, a living treasury unique in its 
uniqueness.” 

The enigmatic recluse stood with the King’s personal secretary, Edwin Drake, 
at the threshold of the rose garden, which sat upon Malikov's small country es- 
tate, the plot itself no more than a square acre. A ten-foot-high white stucco wall 
enclosing this courtyard canted inward to thrust the sun's heat upon the roses. At 
the westem perimeter, from the second floor balcony of Malikov’s Tudor house, 
the roses appeared like lustrous patches of an exotic quilt glistening with the wind. 
tawny flagstone walkway extended from the base of the three walls another ten 
feet, this additional space forbidding shade to cast upon Malikov's prized roses, 
flowers that had won his family's name great renown and mystery. Along the 
walkway stood slatted benches beside white marble statues of the Greek gods: 
Flora, Pan and Athena 

From each comer of the courtyard, smaller flagstone paths slanted to the cen- 
ter of the rose garden and converged at the center into a circle upon which stood 
a six-foot statue of the nymph Chloris. A bronze basin encircling the knees of the 
Greek goddess of flowers spewed water from fifty rose flowers. A few feet east of 
Chloris sat a sandstone dolman, three feet high and twice as long. 

Malikov and his guest strolled up the southem track with the rigid grace of gen- 
teel upbringing. Trailing by a half-pace, the rose breeder extraordinaire gave 
Drake and his nobility connections due homage. Malikov stood a few inches taller 
than the King’s attaché and wore a gray tweed suit that balanced well with his 
hair, impeccably combed strait back above his angular Slavic face. Drake wore a 
tweed suit of golden-brown hue, a garment that failed to distract from his perpet- 
ual ruddy complexion and a countenance of one who always asks and answers 
questions. Drake's hair had a trace of red remaining, a tint refusing to yield to the 
drifting years of senescence. 

“His majesty insists the most majestic flowers in the world grace the wedding 
altar of his daughter,” Drake said. “He is willing to pay any price you command 
and to favor you with his graces.” 

“As you can see, my good sir,” Malikov replied, “this is but a small garden, one 
| personally cultivate toward the advance of the species. | am wealthy enough for 
my comfort and my pursuits. My roses are not for sale.” 

“Everyone has a price, sir,” Drake said. 

From his jacket pocket, Malikov withdrew a scalpel and a surgical saw and 
then stooped to prune a bumt-orange tea rose. 

Malikov inhaled the essence of the tea roses; then stood and swept his arm to- 
ward them. “Please, sir.” 
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Drake genuflected and inhaled as the gardener did but with his eyes wide 
open. 

“Do close your eyes,” Malikov said. “One should never smell a rose with eyes 
open.” 

Doing as instructed, Drake inhaled the essence. “What aromas did you im- 
bibe, sir?” Malikov asked as his guest stood. 

“Amost exquisite essence,” Drake said 

“You should have inhaled a fragrance to arouse an emotion. Mine with these 
foses is always joy.” 

“Arose is still a rose by any other name.” 

“Perhaps in a mundane sense, but | beg to differ. My roses are sublime, like 
fine wine with the most exotic flavors. From my roses, one imbibes the essences 
of life, even ones transcending this world.” 

Malikov spat upon the tea roses and then wiped his mouth with a white mono- 
grammed handkerchief. “Do please expectorate upon these roses, sir.” 

Drake's brow arched upon his red face, a countenance becoming ruddier 
under the midday sun. A mild breeze rippled the rose petals. 

Malikov's voice seemed apologetic and embarrassed. “Expectorate—what 
they with the vulgar vernacular call spit. My roses are like those whom you repre- 
sent—of the highest order. When | communicate with my flowers, | do try to 
speak eloquently.” 

“You speak to flowers?” 

“Not flowers, but roses of the highest order. Do douse these tea roses. | be- 
lieve they have the ability to absorb our essence. As the more godlike we be- 
come, the more godlike my roses.” 

Malikov sprayed the tea roses with saliva, moments later followed by his guest. 

Malikov pointed a long, boney finger up the flagstone walkway at a lemon-col- 
ored seam. “Let us try together to absorb the essence of my second-most prized 
creations, alba roses.” Upon reaching them, he bowed and said, “My lovely demi- 
gods, you honor me with your graceful eloquence.” He kneeled upon one knee, 
burying his nose inside a butter-colored flower, inhaling long and deeply. “Ah, you 
are incomparable, my lovely one.” 

“Do remember to close your eyes, sir,” Malikov said, standing up. “Consider 
these roses olfactory masterpieces, the equivalent of visual masterpieces. One 
would not gaze at a Monet for mere seconds and expect to absorb its mastery. 
One must empty one's mind and trust the subconscious.” 

“Istand here humble in your presence,” Drake addressed the alba roses. He 
knelt and inhaled deeply, his eyes shut. A minute later, he stood shaking his head 
from side to side 

“You should have imbibed the scent of passion, my dear sir,” Malikov said. 

“the most intoxicating aroma of them all.” 

“Lam afraid | have only smelled another exquisite aroma.” 

They both spat upon the roses and stood there silently as the rose petals 
seemed to swallow the saliva. 

Moments later, strolling toward the statue of Chloris, Drake said, “I must see 
the awards you have accumulated over the years.” 

“Oh, yes," Malikov replied, ‘I do indeed have what | call a trophy room, filled 
with memorabilia. Rather messy at the moment, | am afraid. But | shall make the 
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time for you.” 

Malikov paused halfway on the track leading to the rose garden. “Any price?” 
he asked, cradling his chin with a hand. 

“Yes, any price.” 

They arrived at the blood roses, the crimson flowers so vibrant they shimmered 
with different hues in the afternoon breeze. Malikov waved an arm toward them, 
“Please, kind sir, inhale the essence of my most-prized roses.” 

“I stand here awestruck before your elegance and your beauty,” Drake said. “I 
bow to your eminence.” He knelt upon both knees and buried his nose inside a 
blood rose and inhaled, immediately imbibing the unmistakable scent of death. 

Drake's face twisted toward Malikov. "Yes, everyone does indeed have a 
price,” Malikov said flatly and then swept the scalpel across Drake's throat. At first 
it was no more than a slit—a mere paper cut, and Drake traced the incision with a 
forefinger as though annoyed by an insect. Then blood seeped from the slice, 
Drake reacting by asserting pressure, one hand atop the other. Malikov yanked 
Drake's hair back, blood immediately spurting through Drake's fingers, blood foun- 
taining upon the rose of its name, saturating petals—crimson upon crimson—then 
cascading upon stems down to the roots as Drake convulsed, gurgling last words 
that drowned within the fire in his throat. 

Gulping his last breath, Drake heard Malikov utter, “Consider the roses deliv- 
ered.” Then the body went limp in Malikov's arms and remained prone until the 
blood slowed to a trickle. Malikov folded the corpse's neck, staunching any further 
blood from dripping onto the flagstone path. 

He dragged the body to the center of the garden and then heaved it onto the 
dolman, the only sounds coming from his labored breathing and the carousel of 
fountains performing their death dance around the statue of the goddess of flow- 
ers. 

From his pocket he pulled out the surgical saw. 

The lungs he buried beside the noisetles, fertilizing them. The heart he paired 
with the pemethianas. The brain found its final resting place with the damasks, 
the kidneys with the alba roses; the lungs, the rugosas. “Waste not want,” his fa- 
ther had always said and his father before him. 


The day had been exhausting. Malikov scrubbed and cleaned. With most of 
the evidence buried and incinerated, Malikov still possessed enough energy to 
enjoy a glass or two of wine inside the Trophy Room. 

He opened all the windows to allow the evening breeze to stir its coolness in- 
side his treasured room, the wind immediately arousing his chimes to tremble with 
the faint sounds of distance like church bells. Malikov leaned back upon his cush- 
ioned leather chair and savored the first sip of Cabernet Sauvignon, resplendent 
with French oak, chocolate and currents and a strong finish of wild roses—his 
wines always having a finish of rose. 

As the chimes moaned their dirge, he gazed at the walls, adorned with pictures 
and paintings of his forefathers and him posing with dignitaries and, of course, his 
prize-winning roses, and trophies and loving cups and blue ribbons; he gazed at 
the ceiling, at the chimes overhead—all consisting of human bones and skulls, 
hundreds of them, 
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groom. He toasted the duke's two other daughters, the eldest now a queen. He 
toasted the skull that had only hours before belonged to Drake. Then he remem- 
bered the duke's own wedding anniversary was fast approaching. The blood 
roses, the duchess's favorites, should be ready by then. But the albas needed 
something special, something female and youthful, perhaps even virginal 

He sipped the wine. It had a deep finish of rose, just as the traces of passion, 
rapture, harmony, love, lust and joy wafted inside the Trophy Room. Malikov in- 
haled deeply the strong finish of death 

“To death,” he addressed his latest trophy, “the strongest finish of them all.” 


~ Finis ~ 


Splatterpunk Weirea 
by David S. Pointer 


Finding aneurysm hooks in 
her immobilizer eye blinks, 
even the lost maps leading 

to submillimeter astronomy, 

I know diamond rich space 
rogues will travel after her 
chemical impact infectious 
waste and wonderful lip gloss 
on our biohazard holiday 


Taste 


by Terence Kuch 


She joked about killing him 
not very funny 

hardly the best of taste 

She could have found a better time 


After we had 
drained the blood 
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Gobiin 
by E. Doyle-Gillespie 


Grandmother told me that you hitched a ride 
with a Viking ship that came down to raid this coast 
during the late Roman times. 

You scrambled ashore and never left, she said, 
because you loved the mossy rocks 

and huge twisted tree roots that could shelter you, 
‘You loved the bog that would keep your secrets 

as the ages rolled by. 

They told stories about you, she said, 

since that first child heard you cackle in the dark, 
since you carried off your first ewe. 

‘You tipped over pails of milk in my grandfather's barn, 
and stole away with the McGuire baby back before the first war. 
‘You probably killed poor Walt McKinley when he got 
drunken lost in the bog, pulling him 

down into the muck of your home. 

You hid in my grandma's father's coal bin once, 

and peered in on her when she 

kissed her first boy during an air raid blackout. 

She knew, because she found your bony, sooty hand print 
on the window sill the next day. 

‘And when we buried her, 

all of us standing on the edge of those 

woods in a high, grey wind, 

imagined you were watching from 

the dark, twisted shadows of the tree limbs. 
imagined your claw clutched 

around my missing hotel keys, 

as you listened to a priest's Latin dirge 

being swept up in the rising storm, 

droning in the gale, 

telling some old woman's story. 


She 


by Rebecca Urban 


Passions resemble dead-end roses run over by my drunk ass boyfriend at 2AM 
when he can't find his dick anymore. God you used to mean everything. Now I'd 
settle for a cracked-up whore who could remember my name loud enough to 
scream it out into the middle of the night again. Fucking loud like Texas. Those 
were the days... when sex meant something and | got more than a number out of 
your hand before you left. 


Fucking men. Always with the booze and smokes and “got to get up early for work 
in the moming.” Bullshit. But | lived with it because frankly | didn't like you enough 
to smell your aftertaste in the AM. Fuck me. Or not. ‘Cause lately it hasn't been 
happening like it used to. Round pony plays and all. Wonder if the old horse has 
dried up and y'all have decided | ain't worth your pennies anymore. Not like | used 
to order lobster or nothin’. Shit, | used to care not to waste your time or dough. 
Now | got nothing but myself to take care of my urges and sometimes | miss that 
old son-of-a-bitch who | dumped a few years back. At least I could ride him like a 
bull and not get knocked off. Damn youngins these days can't handle their women 
let alone anything else. So how am | supposed to get laid? Looking at your ex- 
pression, no one would ever think I'd be ripe for the taking because I've never 
been without a shadow. Or hell that’s at least what | thought of them. And maybe 
that's my mistake. Not that you ever fucking corrected me. ‘Cause who would, you 
know? With the likes of me? Really? You think so, do you? Well not with this fuck- 
ing gun in my hand you won't. So no fret, fucker. I'm working on my issues 
through these words and maybe I'll realize why it felt so good to lick your ass 
goodbye. 'Cause you looked real good all tied up in the back of my truck. All fum- 
bling and trembling and crying and shit. | miss that side of you, honey. Really, | 
do. But | have to tell you, | prefer the splatter of your brains on my wall instead. 


~ Finis v 
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Sounditack tg a Lowe 
Gone Wrong 


by The Enigmatic MZ 


1. Emmylou Harris, Boy from Tupelo 
Country music's proclivity to tragedy in general is well documented (an ancient 
joke avers that if you play country songs backwards, you get back your wife, your 
dog, your pick-up, etc) and tragic love stories are a big part of this. But if indeed 
you could fill several lists like this solely with music by people in cowboy hats, 
there's still some that cut the heart deeper than others. The narratrix of this 
haunting song from 2000's bleak Red Dirt Girl may be able to acknowledge the 
fact that It's Over, and even shows a certain pride in making her exit on her own 
terms ("Til be gone like a five & dime/it'l be the perfect crime"), but that sure as 
hell doesn't make it any easier to deal with, especially when the beast of lost 
futures raises its head. When she trails off while quietly declaring "i's a shame, 
and it's a sin/everything | could have beenvto you,” you can feel that those polite, 
almost naive words are loaded with the weight of a broken life. 


2. The Criixshadows, Marilyn, My Bitterness 
Probably the only genre that could give country a run for it's money in the "tragic 
songs" department is goth, and CXS is unquestionably carrying a flag in that pa- 
rade. While several of their compositions would fit well here (Spectators and 
Helen spring to mind), Marilyn has pretty much been the signature song for the 
band since it's appearance on their breakout Telemetry Of A Fallen Angel in 1996, 
closing shows and even getting a v2.0 facelift on Until The Voices Fade three 
years later. It's not hard to see why, as Rouge is reduced to a singer-shaped bag 
of pain and rage by the departure of his beloved, declaiming through clenched 
teeth "I can not comprehend/your lack of loyalty" and caustically wondering "did 
you think | wouldn't feelwhen the world came falling down?” but painfully admit- 
ting "my memory is a monumentthat will always stand for you.” Which nicely 
sums up the problem, since if you didn't still love them, you wouldn't be bothered 
by the fact that someone who hurt you so badly is gone. 


3. DJ Pulse, Where Ever You Go Versus Superman 
Here is an example of why mash-ups are indeed a legitimate musical form, de- 
spite the mountains of poorly constructed crap cluttering the genre that might tend 
to indicate otherwise. Taken individually, Superman, by the almost comically 
overrated Eminem, and Where Ever You Go by 2 Worlds featuring Lizzy Pattin- 
son are pretty much generic examples of their species, one a plodding, misoay- 
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nistic gangsta rap rant, the other a repetitive, forgettable eurodance track. But 
when mixed together, a strange sort of alchemy occurs. Mathers’ disgusted "But | 
do know one thing, though/bitches they come they go/Saturday through Sunday 
Monday/Monday through Sunday, yo" comes across as less of a boast and more 
a bitter admission, the words of a man trying to convince himself of the value of a 
lesson leamed the very hard way. And set against his chants of "| can't be your 
Superman/can't be your Superman,” Pattinson's soaring vows that "Wherever you 
golwhatever you do/my heart belongs to you" step away from cloying poppiness 
and take on the edge that she knows just how doomed this love is, and is embrac- 
ing it anyway. 


4. Tori Amos, Tear in Your Hand 
“All the world just stopped now,” as time so often does when one is at the center 
of a unfolding disaster. Amos begins this song from her 1991 solo debut Little 
Earthquakes gamely trying to remain calm (“there are pieces of me you've never 
seen/maybe she's just pieces of me you've never seen” she reasons) but is soon 
declaring she's “cutting my hands up/every time | touch you’ and speculating 
“maybe it's time/to wave goodbye now.” Ultimately, the reason i's so hard for her 
to take is that the guy who's dumping her for some bullshit reason has no idea 
how much power he has over her. One partner's casual break up is the end of the 
other's world 


5. Orchestral Manoeuvres In The Dark, Love And Violence 
The instrumentation on this song from 1984's Junk Culture features blaring auto- 
mobile homs, the percussion could double as the foley track for a kung-fu movie, 
and McCluskey seems barely able to keep himself under control, his vocals 
equally degenerating into a howling scream or a pleading sob. The end result is 
a portrait of desperation, a waking nightmare where the only worse hell than stay- 
ing together is not staying together. Few songs capture as well the emotional 
maelstrom of contradictions that love can spiral into. 


6. 16volt, | Make It Rain 
Taken as itis from 2000's Demography>The Basement Tapes, this song has a 
definite lo-fi feel to it, the vocals in particular sounding distant and washed out, 
like the last thing one hears before going unconscious. This claustrophobic effect 
is matched by the hopelessness pervading the lyrics, with Powell listening “out for 
your footsteps behind my doorithey never came/and today I listen more,” keeping 
vigil by descending ever further into recrimination and self loathing. “When we're 
far apart/we will go our ways" he admits. Why? Simple, i's his fault: “My igno- 
rance/splits you and me” “When the sun is shinning/l make it rain.” Who else are 
you going to blame, when you're completely alone? 


7. Eurythmics, Love Is a Stranger 
Strip away the 1982 new wave aesthetic (including a synth riff that | maintain to 
this day was taken from The Legend of Zelda for NES) and you find that this sin- 
gle really doesn't have very good things to say about the topic at hand. “It’s sav- 
age and it's crueV/and it shines like destruction” are actually among the kinder 


28 


observations, but despite this insight Lennox is forced to conclude “I want you 
sollt's an obsession. When she decries love as ‘a dangerous drug/You have to 
receive itfand you still can't get enough of the stuff” you realize this song is a des- 
perate, probably futile warning from yet another burned-out junkie left to “stumble 
in the debris” “like a zombie.” 


8. Wolfsheim, Now | Fall 

This piece from 1993's Popkiller starts out fairly grim and spirals downward from 
there. By the time Heppner answers his own question with “Why do | cry2/l un- 
derstand,” it's obvious that this is going to end badly. His rueful admission “it’s too 
late for me to go/should have left you years ago” sets the stage for the final pro- 
nouncement that “hatred's flame will/ever bum.” Love and hate, like joy and pain, 
convert wholly into each other far easier than we like to think 


Lohie Gone Wrong 


by Darkman 


29 “We never just talk anymore!” 


Gn Gntiketp 


by Sarah Wardell 


So they exchanged stories and ideas for a time... 


Though soon enough he wandered off 
to do devilish thi 


leaving her to wonder. 


Once upon a time... there was an angel. 


One day she happened to cross paths =~ 
with a demon. (aon 
So they walked together forabitand \C/ 
had a conversation. 


‘He's so bright,’ she thought, 
curious about him and full of questions. 


‘How beautiful and soft she is,’ he thought, 
‘but so distant! | wonder if angels have hearts 
and what they taste like?’ 


by Jeffrey L. Shipley 


| didn't feel normal, but how are you supposed to feel when you're about to kill 
someone? The lights periodically flashing along to the music did nothing to expel 
the surreal feeling | was experiencing. Opposite the pulsating lights, the club was 
otherwise dimly lit 

As | infiltrated the gyrating crowd on the dance floor, | noticed everyone 
seemed happy. | guess everyone but me. | was starting to believe that I'd never 
be happy again. 

| saw Putty Jones standing alongside one of the huge speakers blasting the 
dance floor. His shadow cut into the video being projected onto the wall behind 
him 

| thought again about the happy people, and I doubted myself. Shit. Even 
Putty seemed to be at peace. Why couldn't | feel that solace? 

Like a stalking cat, | made my way closer. | knew that there were no security 
cameras; the only security visible was one muscle-bound joe too busy hitting on a 
cute brunette. | hoped the bouncer would be distracted enough not to notice me 
atall 

Putty's sister, Victoria, was dancing next to him, and they leaned close to- 
gether, talking. They both seemed to laugh, oblivious to his imminent demise. | 
made my way through the press of the dancers, getting as close as | dared. He 
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saw me, and his face adopted the smirk that it's always ready to display for me 
Good. I needed him to realize that | was the one who did this to him, and pulled 
‘out my gun, which he saw. | think the bastard actually attempted to get behind his 
sister, but | was too quick and my bullet stammed into the right side of his head 
The impact threw his head backwards just as the strobe lights were kicking on 
again. His body followed the path that his head had proposed 
The crack of the gun had turned my hearing to wool, so | barely heard the 

screaming. My gun was away as quick as | had pulled it, and it seemed as if no 
one knew that | was the shooter. | don’t know how this was possible, but no one 
was pointing or making any moves towards me. | couldn't believe my luck! Those 
closest to me seemed as confused as the rest of the patrons. Could it be that no 
‘one saw? | couldn't wait around to make sure. Some people made for the exits, 
while others stood looking about as if waiting for more. “Ooh. Pick me!” 

| didn't need to check on Putty. I knew that he was dead. Stone, stone dead. 
| walked to a side door that had been opened, and joined the quick moving queue 
of people escaping 

The heat of the night hit me at once, and | briefly imagined that the air was in- 
cinerating around me. A hand touched my back and I spun around. But it was 
only a club patron trying to hasten me along 

| made my way to my car, which was parked around the comer, and drove 
away. The drive home was uneventful. No police chase. No broken traffic laws. | 
even stopped for a gallon of milk. 


| had meant to buy a paper in case they managed to cover the story, but after 
waking up later than usual, | forgot and rushed to get myself to work. I even for- 
got my cell phone. 

Later that day Lucy called me on my work phone, complaining that I hadn't re- 
turned her calls. She really wanted to go out for dinner and to the movies, and 
hoped that | was available. She hadn't heard about Putty then. | told her nothing 
could keep me away, but wondered if I'd be in jail 


By the time that | got home from work, | figured that I still had about an hour 
and a half before | would need to start getting ready. | decided to spend that time 
sleeping, anticipating a long night ahead 

My sleep was interrupted after about twenty minutes. Lucy called and was cry- 
ing so hard that I could barely make out what she was trying to tell me. She had 
heard. She asked me to come over, right away. The movie wasn't mentioned. 


| let myself in with my set of keys. She was in bed. She had found the gin, but 
hadn't lost the tears. | sat on the bed trying to console her and find out what, if 
anything, she knew regarding the investigation. But all that she could tell me was 
what Putty's mom had related to her. Putty had been shot while out at a night 
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club with his sister. No one had been arrested and the police told Mrs. Jones that 
they were following up on some “leads.” 

His mother had called Lucy because she knew that they were dating, but not 
more than that. She had no idea that Lucy believed Putty to be the “white knight” 
that was going to whisk her away so she could live happily ever after. His mom 
asked Lucy how anyone could want him dead. Lucy expressed the same disbelief 
tome. | wondered which woman held the deepest denial, but | think a mother's 
love would be blindest of all 

| didn't talk of this to Lucy, but instead continued to try and sooth her. She 
pulled me down where she lay, wrapping herself around me. As | held her my 
heart seemed likely to explode. | was dizzy with her closeness. With these ac- 
tions, | felt justified in my crime. Yet | still had to wonder, did she know that it was 
me she was holding, or did she believe with some drunken hope that Putty was 
somehow holding her through me? 


They say that time heals all wounds. | would imagine that the amount of time 
is subjective to the depths of the wounds, and the quality of the injured. | resolved 
myself to wait One day Lucy would be ready to love again. | intended for her to 
see that | had been her constant supporter all along, the one person that she 
could rely on. | know that she loves me, but a friend's 

love is not enough. 

After five months the investigation into Putty's death yielded no suspects. Lucy 
had been one of the first to be questioned, but I think she was quickly ruled out 
They questioned me early on, but my connection was minuscule in everyone's 
minds, even Lucy. 

Our platonic dating and friendly excursions had brought us closer together than 
ever. So | decided to broach the subject of my feelings towards her. | told her 
how much she meant to me. 

I said that she needed to get over Putty's death for her own sake. | knew that she 
needed closure, and that she wanted to understand the reasons why, but some 
things may never be explained. It could have been as simple as mistaken identity, 
‘or some punk’s morbid idea of fun. 

“But you're alivel” | pointed out. “Putty wouldn't have wanted you pining away 
your life. He'd have wanted you to move on.” 

She told me to fuck myself. She said that she hated me. | left her crying 
where she lay, on the floor of the hallway. 


The next day she called to tell me that she loved me. She said that | was so 
good to her. She asked me not to desert her, and told me that she needed me. | 
looked down at the marks on my arm regretfully. Even as | was cutting myself, in 
the night, | knew that she would come around. | just couldn't take the pain. Now | 
didn't know what to tell her to explain away the cuts. Once, over a year ago, | had 
told her that I received the same type of marks due to some rough sex play. But | 
couldn't, and wouldn't tell her that now. Not when I'm finally winning her over. | 
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found myself wishing that | owned a cat. 


“Am | brave or stupid?” | wondered not for the first time. With no readily avail- 
able explanation for my cuts | decided, on a leap of faith, to trust Lucy enough to 
tell her that | did them to myself. | said that | was distraught over our argument 
and, remembering how cathartic my tattoos had been, decided to try a little pain 
therapy. | also said that | was drunk. 

It seemed to have worked to my favor, because she took the opportunity to 
console me. We lay down together just as we did those many months back after 
Putty's death, but with our roles reversed. Secretly | was never happier. 


| want to thank Jesus, for it was Christmas time that finally brought Lucy to me 
asa lover. | know that holidays can affect people and elicit an emotional impact, 
but I'm not sure if it was the season that helped her come to a more positive out- 
look of hope, or that she couldn't bear a Christmas with no boyfriend or presents a 
boyfriend would buy. Either way it was done 

| wanted to make it her best Christmas ever, and she told me that it was. 
Whatever my own religious convictions are, thanks to Lucy, this season was more 
magical than any that | could have hoped for. 

Now, | was starting to find hope for myself. | would have someone | could be 
myself with, and who would complete me. | knew that | would never leave her, so 
I told her that | would be there for her, forever. 


I'm jealous of a dead man! Since Putty’s death, Lucy has been searching for 
solace in a bottle. Even with me firmly entrenched in her life. How can he main- 
tain this hold on her, from the grave? | wonder if 'm losing her, yet only told her 
that | think she's drinking too much. 

She attacked me with words, and the carafe of scotch, which she threw. It hit 
me in my chest and assailed me with a thudding pain. As | recovered, | felt close 
to hitting her, but instead I checked my rage; locking it into its familiar cage, | then 
stood quiet and still 

“Get out” she shrieked. “I never want to see you again!” | left thinking how 
perfect she was. 


Sex, or the desire for sex, can lead you to do crazy things; things against your 
nature; things that you know better than doing, but still do anyway, things like mar- 
riage; things like divorce. As humans we like to hold ourselves superior to other 
animals, other creatures. We have rational thought, thumbs, and big toes, but so 
what? Are we really that far removed from, say, a dog? There's a joke that goes 
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“Men spend nine months trying to get out of a pussy, and the rest of their lives try- 
ing to get back in.” Sex is a powerful motivator, and it brought Lucy back to me. 

Lucy was one thing above all else, sexual. She was sensual too, but more 
than that, sexual. It was ever present, but when she tured it up - she was com- 
bustible. | felt that she could bum the whole world; leaving only herself, a fire god- 
dess on a volcanic rock 

Other people knew it too. Strangers even sensed it; tuming 
as she did nothing more than pass them by. It went beyond the usual leering over 
apretty girl. She would capture your attention, as if she was enchanting. | know 
that she had a spell on me. Whatever else that she felt, or didn't feel, about me — 
she enjoyed our sex. So, after a few days she found herself missing it. What she 
told me was how much she missed me, but | knew that sex was a big part of it. 
We were together again, as | knew we would be. 


It's strange how quickly we can fall into pattems. Repetition changes the most 
magical of moments into the mundane. Day after day we go about our lives, until 
one day we realize that we're lost. | was raised believing that tomorrow should 
be better than today, but that’s bullshit. Everything decays. Eventually you're left 
with a mess that you can't clean up, and find that i’s hard as hell to get rid of the 
stench. 

‘Somehow, as the months passed, we started taking each other for granted. | 
think, at times, we'd even despise each other. Yet above every other feeling that | 
held, my love for her was still overwhelming. | knew that she was acting increas- 
ingly self destructive, and worried that if she were to complete her downward spi- 
ral, that her actions might drag me along with her. After a dry period of a few 
weeks, her drinking had returned. Worse, it had more recently increased. With 
the drinking came the fights, the violence, and the tears. | knew that no amount of 
cajoling (or coddling) would bring her around. She needed to blaze her own trail. | 
would always forgive her; after all, | knew that she had been through a lot even 
before Putty's death. 

I tried to give her the room that she needed; even if that meant leaving her to- 
tally alone at times. | still felt a bit betrayed though. | wondered why she would 
not see me for who | was. She should have known that she could rely on me 
completely. We had come so far, but she still held back 


Putty came to me last night, but | think it was a dream. He was eating a large 
wet rat. Why would he show up now, when things are going good? | feel no guilt 
or remorse for my actions. He never deserved or appreciated Lucy. | still have no 
idea what she saw in him. To me he was nothing more than a slug. But at least 
slugs are fun to watch. 
| wonder what he wanted; if it really was Putty. He didn't say a word. He just 

kept eating that rat. It almost made me sick, seeing it squirm around each time he 
took a large bloody bite. | tried, instead, to focus on Putty’s teeth. They looked a 
lot sharper than I remembered. 
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| don't know when he left, or when | fell back to sleep, but eventually it was 
morning. As | woke up, | looked to Lucy sleeping so peacefully, more peacefully 
than | can remember. Had she woke up before Putty had left? Did he talk to her, 
even though he'd been silent with me? Did he tell her that | was the one who had 
killed him? If not, would he retum to tell her some other time? 

hoped that | could stil trust her, but felt that some little part of our relationship 
had just died 


Damn it! What is so wrong with my life that | can’t hold on to anyone | care 
for? | went to the bookstore that Lucy works for; hoping that we could eat to- 
gether on her afternoon break. She was talking to Richard, and hadn't seen me 
walk in. I saw her give him the look! It was the look that she used to give me; the 
look that she used to give Putty. Damn it! Was this what Putty wanted to tell me? 
Was he tormenting me, because he knew that I'm losing her even though | Killed 
for her? Or does he know that only | love her enough to deserve her, and is trying 
to help? Why can't she see how much she means to me? | tell her, but | don’t 
think that she really knows. Will | forever have to 

defend my rights with violence and death? 


Nothing intricate this time; there will be no large crowds; and no flashing lights 
to disorient me. It will be just two people in a quiet room with a gun. | know that 
Lucy will never understand how much | sacrifice for her, the things that | do for 
her. I can never lose her, and will never leave her. So I'll be quick to shoot myself 
right after | Kill her 


~ Finis ~ 
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The Bellow Bouse 


by Elizabeth Riggs 


July 
| woke up screaming. 


“Christl_ Sarah, you almost made me crash.” My husband, John, said with a 
chuckle from the driver's seat, “You ok?” 


Good question. My heart was pounding in my ears, my skin was clammy and cold 
with sweat, and | was trembling slightly. | took a shaky breath, “Yeah, I'm ok. Just 
a bad dream.” 


I tried desperately to orient myself. We were traveling down some no-name back 
road in rural Illinois, on our way to the new house. John recently graduated law 
school and had just landed a job with a firm in Chicago. Id lived in upstate New York 
all my life and was alittle nervous about moving so far from home, but John assured 
me | would love the new place. | hadn't seen it yet. 


John tured onto a long gravel driveway. “Ok, we're almost therel” He said, look- 
ing as excited as a kid on Christmas moming, “You're going to love it! Close your 
eyes.” 


After several more minutes of driving, | finally felt the car pull toa stop. “Alright, 
now you can open them.” 


| did...and gasped. It was gorgeous! The two-story house was painted a cheery 
pale yellow color with white shutters and trim. Rose bushes lined the front of the 
house and, even from the driveway, I could see the huge pond out back. 


| stepped out of the car to fully admire the view. “Oh, John, I do love itl” 

“See?” He said as he got out and put his arms around me, “I know you were 
pissed that | bought it without consulting with you first, but now do you see why I had 
to buy it? Besides, the deal was just too good to pass up!” 


| looked up at him and smiled as | ran my fingers through his short black hair. 
“Mmhmm,” | said, and kissed him, “Now, how about giving me the grand tour?” 


39 


After several long hours of unpacking | decided to take a break. | swept my long 
blond hair into a clip and jumped in the shower. A few minutes later | heard John 
‘come up the steps and walk down the hall towards the bathroom. 


“Hey,” | called, “Plenty of room in here for two. ... Care to join me?” 
No answer. 


“John?” | peered around the shower curtain. The hallway was empty. | wrapped 
a towel around me and walked out to the stairs. “John?” I called, more forcefully this 
time. 


No answer. Then | heard the door to the moving van close outside. | looked out 
the hall window to see John carrying the last two boxes in towards the house. 


“Fantastic,” | muttered as | climbed back in the shower, “Now I'm hearing shit.” 


August 


We had been living in the new house for only three weeks, but already my feel- 
ings of homesickness were starting to kick in. I missed my family and friends. ..hell, 
I even missed my job! John was making enough at the firm that | didn’t need to. 
work, but sitting alone in that house all day while he was working those long hours 
was starting to drive me a little nuts. 


“Maybe | should come up for a visit?” My mom suggested over the phone. 


“No, I'm fine. | just need to adjust that's all.” | could just imagine the look on 
John's face if | told him my mother was coming up for a spur-of-the-moment visit. 


“Alright, well you let me know if you change your mind. How are you and John 
doing?” 


“Oh, we're great! Well, at least we are when | actually see him. When he isn’t at 
the firm, he’s usually locked away in his office here ‘till all hours of the night poring 
over endless case files.” 


“Well...you did marry a lawyer, dear.” 


I sighed. “Yeah, | know. | don't think it would bother me so much, ex- 
cept...well...this house can be a bit creepy sometimes.” 


“But, you said you loved the house!” 
“I do, most of the time, anyway. Sometimes, though, when I'm alone here | feel 


like...like I'm not alone. Like something's watching me. And, I've seen Juniper 
slowly follow something with her eyes across the room that | can't see-" 
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“Well dear,” My mom cut me off “That cat of yours has always been a bit daft. It 
used to try to chase imaginary bugs up the wall, remember?” 


Feeling a tad foolish now, | looked down at the purring ball of white fur on my lap. 
“Er, yes, that's true...” 


After | got off the phone | decided to check in on John. It was Sunday, so at least 
he was home, but he’d been shut up in his office for nearly nine hours. | made a 
sandwich for him and knocked on the office door. When he didn't answer, | let my- 
self in. 


John was sitting at his desk amid a sea of papers. He looked up when | walked 
in and, as he did, | saw an emotion flash across his dark eyes: Rage. It was gone 
so quickly, though, I thought | must have imagined it. He smiled warmly at me, “Hey, 
‘Sweetie! Lunch time already?” 


“Actually, i’s after four o'clock.” | said checking my watch. 


“Isit? Wow, guess I've been pretty engrossed here.” He gave me a mischievous 
grin as | walked around the desk. “I could sure use a break...” 


I giggled as he pulled me down onto his lap and kissed me. 
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Something woke me later that night. | opened one bleary eye and checked the 
time on John’s alarm clock. It was 3am. Good, | thought as | rolled over, | can still 
get a few more hours of- 


Someone giggled. | froze. It sounded like it had come from just the other side of 
the bedroom door. | tried to breathe silently as | strained my ears to listen. Nothing 
Slowly, | rolled over the rest of the way and closed my eyes. | didn't just hear that. 


Someone giggled, this time from about a foot in front of my face. | gasped and, 
before | could stop myself, my eyes flew open wide. | sawno one. Then | heard a 
child's voice say “Ssh! You gonna wake up daddy!” 


I tried to scream, but the only sound that came out was a pathetic whimper. The 
voice giggled again, followed by the sound of tiny feet running out of the room and 
down the hall. | sat up and turned on my bedside lamp with one hand, while shak- 
ing John with the other. 


“JohnJohnJohnJohn... JOHN!" 
“Hmmmph?" He mumbled, and then he resumed snoring softly. 


“Damn it, wake up!” That last word was punctuated by my slapping him in the back 
as hard as | could 


“1 


“Ouch! What the fuck!?” 


I told him what | had just experienced. He looked at me as though I had gone com- 
pletely mad (and, truth be told, | wasn't entirely sure that | hadn't). “Sarah.....it's 
three in the morning. | have to get up in two and a half hours! Go back to sleep.” 


“But 


“itwas a DREAMI For God's sake, Sarah!" And, with that he rolled over in a huff 
pulling the covers back over himself. 


| took two Xanax and stared at the bedroom door until | finally fell back asleep. 
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‘A few days later, when John didn’t come out of his office for dinner, | decided to 
bring his plate to him. After coming home from work that day he had shut himself 
Up in his office without saying a word to me. When | opened the door | saw his stack 
of case files sitting unopened on the desk. John was standing by the window. 


“John?” No reply. He seemed not to notice that | was even there. | set his plate 
down on the desk and approached him. John continued to stare out the window. 


“Hey,” | said gently and touched his shoulder. His muscles tensed under my fin- 
gers and | saw his jaw clench. Slowly, he tumed his head to regard me. His eyes 
were cold and distant 


“What?” He asked in a voice that matched his eyes, “What do you want?” 


“well, you never came out for dinner, so...1 thought | would bring a plate in for 
you. | know how hard you've been working and.” 


“You know nothing!” He spun around to face me head on; his eyes were lit with 
fury. | took a step back. “Get out.” He said in a voice barely above a whisper. 


“Ok...s-sorry,” | stammered as | backed away from him. | shut the door behind me 
as | left. 


September 


As the weeks went on the distance between John and | grew. | rarely saw him 
anymore, even when he was home, because he spent nearly all of his time in that 
office. Since the incident last month | stopped checking in on him 


I continued to experience strange occurrences at night, most often around 3am. 
‘Sometimes | heard the sounds of doors slamming and little feet running down the 
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hallway (often accompanied by giggling). Once, when | was trying to go to sleep 
(John was asleep next to me) | heard the sound of heavy footsteps slowly walking 
from the bedroom door over to my side of the bed. | could sense someone standing 
there over me (| did not open my eyes that time). | eventually stopped attempting 
to wake John up when | had these experiences, it only irritated him and, besides, he 
never believed me anyway. 


Tonight it was Juniper who woke me. She was standing in the hallway, just out- 
side the bedroom door. The fur on her back and tail was puffed out and she was 
backing away from something, growling and hissing furiously. Then she tumed and 
took off down the hall. | was just about to try and go back to sleep.....and that's when 
I saw it) Roughly the size of a man, but without any defined shape, the dark shad- 
‘owy mass glided silently into the doorway. | watched in horror as it moved across 
the room to the foot of the bed, where it hovered for several seconds. Though it had 
no eyes (that | could see, anyway), | had the distinct feeling that it was looking at me. 
I didn't blink. Finally, it moved away from the bed and disappeared through a wall 


I didn't sleep the rest of the night. 
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The next moming | was absently stirring scrambled eggs in the frying pan when 
John came downstairs to the kitchen. Looking at him you would think he was the 
‘one who had gotten almost no sleep the night before. His eyes had a sunken ap- 
pearance with dark puffy circles beneath them. He glanced at me briefly as he 
poured a cup of coffee. 


“You're up earfy,” he commented in a monotone voice. 


“Couldn't sleep," I said as | placed eggs, bacon, and toast on a plate. When | tried 
to hand it to John he held up a hand and shook his head. 


“Just coffee.” 
| sat across the table from him and silently debated whether or not to tell him what 


had seen the night before. Though | already knew he wasn't going to believe me, 
| decided it was worth a shot. “John, there’s something I need to talk to you about. 


He gave an exasperated sigh, "Not now, Sarah.” Then, glancing at his watch, “I'm 
late.” 


Without another word, he got up from the table and left. That was the longest 
conversation we'd had in several days. 
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Early one evening the following week, I was in the basement throwing the last load 
of laundry into the dryer. 


“Sarah?” The voice called from upstairs. | hadn't even realized John was home 
yet. 


“Down here, John!” | said as | shut the dryer door and turned it on. 


“Sarah?” The voice was right behind me. In that awful moment, | knew it hadn't 
been John’s voice at all. Then the basement light went out. 


My own voice was screaming in my head- Move! Move! But, in my terror my mus- 
cles refused to respond. Something breathed in my ear. | bolted. Running in a 
blind panic towards the stairs, | banged my shin on something and stumbled. 
‘Quickly, | regained my footing and ran up the stairs two at a time. 


| was just four steps away to the basement door when it slammed shut in front of 
me, leaving me in total darkness. Sounds of heavy breathing came from the bottom 
of the stairs. | screamed as | ran up the last four steps, then nearly sent myself tum- 
bling backwards as | yanked the door open too hard. 


‘An hour later John came home to find me waiting for him, shaking and crying, on 
the front porch. | ran down the porch steps and into his arms as soon as he got out 
of the car. 


“Oh, John thank god you're home!” | said sobbing into his shoulder 


He embraced me stifly for just a moment, then took a step back and regarded me 
with expressionless eyes. “What's wrong now?” 


| blinked in surprise at the callousness of his tone. Then my words came out in a 
hysterical rush, “John, there's something in the housel | was in the basement and 
I heard someone calling my name- | assumed it was you- but then it was right be- 
hind me and the light went out- | ran up the stairs and the door shut in front of mel 
John, | could hear it breathing behind me- there was something there with me in 
that basement!” 


“Ok, ok....I'll check it out,” he said as he led me inside. 


| waited in the front hall while John went down to the basement with a flashlight. 
‘A few moments later he came back up the steps holding a light bulb. “The bulb 
bumt out,” he said holding it up, “I looked around, Sarah, but there’s nothing down 
there. You probably just got scared when the light went out and let your imagina- 
tion get the better of you.” 


“Itwasn't my imagination, John! And | heard the voice before it went out!” 


He looked at me for a moment, then put a hand on my shoulder, “Sarah, | think 
you should give Dr. Herald a call. I'm worried about you.” His voice was conde- 
scending. 
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“This was not one of my panic attacks damn it! It was real, something was there- 


“Well, fine- what the hell do you want me to do about it?” He said in a viscous tone 
with anger flashing in his eyes, “I don't have time to deal with you and your hyster- 
ics right now!” 


He went to the car and got his briefcase, then stormed off into the office and 
‘slammed the door shut. 
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| couldn't sleep that night. | lay awake in bed listening to the wind how fiercely out- 
side, my mind twisting in knots of fear and worry. As terrifying as my experiences 
in this house had been in the last two months, John’s behavior scared me even 
more. Throughout our three years of marriage, he had always been loving, playful, 
and affectionate towards me. We rarely used to argue, but even when we had he 
never once looked at me with that cold fury, which now seemed to light his eyes 
most of the time. This isn't the man | married, | thought as | rolled over... 


and saw a little boy standing by my night stand. He looked about three years 
old, with a head full of blond curls and wide green eyes staring intently at me. I gave 
small cry of surprise. The boy giggled as he pulled a wet thumb out of his mouth, 
“Ssh- you gonna wake up daddy!” 


Then, as if hearing something | did not, he gasped and looked over his shoulder. 
He tumed and ran towards the door. | could still hear the sound of his running foot- 
steps, even after his image faded from sight. 


few heartbeats later, | heard the sounds of a struggle coming from the other side 
of the wall, in the guest bedroom. Suddenly, the darkness was pierced by a woman's 
cry, ‘No! Not my son! NOT MY SONI 


Sounds of the struggle intensified, followed by a scream so filled with horror and 
anguish, my blood ran cold. There was an ear-splitting crash and then a soft thud 
Silence 


The crash woke up John, “What was that?" He asked as he sat up. 


“I don't know- it came from the guest bedroom," | said, voice trembling. | satin bed 
shivering as John wentto investigate. After several anxious moments of waiting, he 
finally retumed. “See? You heard it too this time! Now, do you believe me?” 


“I checked the room, everything looked fine,” he said as he climbed back into 
bed. “It was probably just the wind knocking over a lawn chair or something. Go 
back to sleep.” Then, he rolled over so his back was to me. 


I took an extra Xanax, curled myself nto a ball, and pulled the covers overme. The 
memory of the woman’s screams echoed in my mind. 
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The next aftemoon | was standing at the kitchen sink numbly doing the dishes from 
lunch. It was Saturday and, as usual, John had been in his office since before I'd 
gotten up this moming. | dried my hands on the dish towel and tured to walk out 
of the kitchen. 


John was standing in the kitchen doorway watching me. How long has he been 
there? | wondered, briefly. With determined strides John closed the distance be- 
tween us. His eyes were hungry. 


lopened my mouth to say something, but before | could, John’s lips were pressed 
against mine. He kissed me passionately, urgently...forcefully. As he did, he pushed 
himself up against me, forcing me to take a few steps backward until my back was 
against the refrigerator. 


Once | recovered from my initial shock, | kissed him back with equal passion- it 
seemed like a lifetime ago since we'd last made lovel | untucked his shirt and slid 
my fingers down his back. He moaned softly against my lips then moved to nibble 
playfully at my earlobe. His hands gently caressed me- up my sides and over my 
breasts. Then, suddenly, he grabbed my shirt and tore it open. While (I have to 
admit) this did excite me...I also felt the first hints of concer creep into my mind. 
He's never been aggressive like that before... 


| pulled John’s shirt off. He kissed his way down my neck and squeezed one of 
my breasts (a bit too roughly). Then his mouth played over my nipple as his other 
hand slid up my leg and under my skirt. He grabbed my underwear and yanked 
them off in one swift motion. 


His mouth was on mine again as | unbuttoned his jeans and pulled them down. 
His body pressed me up against the refrigerator, as his strong hands lifted my legs 
around his waist. Then he thrust himself into me with such force that | gasped in 
shock. | moaned and dug my nails into his back. 


He stopped kissing me then and tumed his face away from me. His soft moans 
were now starting to become more like an animalistic growl. Every thrust became 
harder and more brutal- savage even. 


“Ouch- hey, not so hard ok?” 


In response, with his next thrust John bit me on the shoulder with bruising force 
Tears welled up in my eyes as | cried out in pain. 


Still not looking at me, John chuckled wickedly, “Oh, you know you like it 
rough...don't you, Jessica?” 


“W-What? John-* He turned his face towards me; his eyes were filled with hatred 
and malice. 
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“Shut up, bitch,” he growled. Then he grabbed me and slammed me into the re- 
frigerator. The door handle jammed into my shoulder blade. A wave of absolute ter- 
tor washed over me. | did not let myself cry out this time. 


By the time he finally finished, | was sobbing and shaking violently. When he let 
go of me, | almost fell to the floor. He was pulling his jeans back on when | back- 
handed him across the face as hard as | could 


“OUCH! Holy shit- what was that for, Sarah?” He stared at me in disbelief. The 
hatred that had been in his eyes just a few moments before was gone, replaced by 
a look of confusion 


“Are you kidding me? ‘What was that for?’....What the hell do you think?! And 
who the fuck is Jessica?” 


“Jessica? What are you talking about? | don't even know anyone named Jessica!” 


“Well, you sure as hell did a few minutes ago! That's what you called me- right 
after you bit my shoulder and-* 


“Wait- what? | didn’t bite youl” 


“Really?” | pulled the sleeve of my shirt down, revealing a very angry looking tooth- 
marked bruise. “What do you call that?” 


John looked as if | had just slapped him again. He swallowed hard. “Sarah...god, 
I'm so sorry. |-| don't remember doing that. Actually,” a look of puzzlement crossed 
his face, ‘I don't really remember most of what just happened.” 


| stared at him hard. The truth was, though, I was starting to believe him- the look 
of utter bewilderment on his face was genuine. He slowly pulled his shirt back on 
and shook his head, as if trying to clear it. He looked dazed. “What's happening to 
me?” He muttered to himself. Then he looked up at me and said ‘I- I have to go.” 


| didn't even have the strength left to ask him where he was going. John grabbed 
his keys and walked out the door. As | listened to the sound of the car driving away, 
I slowly sank down to the floor and cried 


Itwas several hours later before | found the strength to peel myself off the kitchen 
floor. | was terrified. What was happening to us? | felt trapped and alone. | have 
to get out of herel | thought, | have to clear my head and think! 


| washed my face and put a new (unripped) shirt on. When I left the house | did 
so without any clear idea of where | was going. As | walked down the driveway | 
started wondering about the previous owners of our house. Had they experienced 
things like this too, and that’s why John got the house so cheap? | decided to ask 
our neighbors. 
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Our nearest neighbors were Mr. and Mrs. Peterson, an elderly couple who lived 
about a half mile down the road. | looked at my watch. 8pm. | hoped they didn’t 
consider that too late for visitors. As | rang the doorbell | wondered how | should 
broach the subject without having them conclude that | was crazy. 


Mrs. Peterson answered the door wearing a nightgown and robe. She greeted me 
with a bright smile, “Sarah? Hello, dear!” 


“Hi, Ruth, sorry to drop by so late.” 


“Oh, nonsense! Come on in,” she said as she opened the door for me. Then, be- 
hind her she called, “Honey, Sarah's here.” She shuffled her short plump frame to 
the side so | could walk in 


“Ah, Sarah!" Said a man’s voice from down the hall. Mr. Peterson stuck his 
head around the comer. He had a mustache and long thick beard (the kind that 
may have been popular back in the 1800's). “What can we do for you?” 


“Hello, Robert,” | said as Mrs. Peterson ushered me into the living room. | sat 
down in a large armchair across from the sofa where the Petersons took their 
seats. 


“Would you like some tea?” 

“No, thank you, I'm fine. | just...well, | wanted to ask you a few questions about 
the previous owners of my house. Did they ever mention experiencing, um, any- 
thing odd over there?” 


“The previous owners?” Mr. Peterson glanced at his wife, then looked back at 
me. “The Randalls? Didn't John tell you about them?" 


“No, he never said anything to me about them. Why?” 


“Well,” he said clearing his throat, “He probably didn't want to upset you.” He 
glanced at his wife again. 


“Please,” | said, concem evident in my voice, ‘I really need to know. It's impor- 
tant” 


Mr. Peterson sighed, “The previous owners were Jacob Randall, his wife, Jessica, 
and their little boy, Todd.” 


“Jessica?” | asked, startled. 


“Yes,” said Mrs. Peterson, “Such a lovely young woman. Why she was married to. 
that horrible man I'll never understand. On several occasions, when she came to 
visit me, | saw fresh bruises on her. Oh, she always had an excuse, of course...but 
| knew it was that husband of hers doing it” 


Mr. Peterson continued, “They'd lived in that house, oh, ‘bout ten years I guess. 
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But last year the recession hit them hard. Jacob lost his job, then they lost most of 
their savings when the stock market went under. According to the article | read 
about it later, Jacob was nearly $250,000 in debt as well.” 


“Itwas the stress of it all that finally made him crack, | think,” Mrs. Peterson inter- 
jected. 


He nodded, “Yes, well, according to the article, witnesses said that the night of the 
incident Jacob had been drinking heavily at a local bar. He was seen stumbling to. 
his car when the bar closed. Shortly after he got home, he murdered his wife and 
son- stabbed them both multiple times. Then he shot himself with a rifle.” 


I felt sick. My face went white as a wave of panic gripped me. His wife, Jessica, 
and their little boy, Todd. Murdered. 


“Are you alright, dear?” Mrs. Petersons’ voice sounded as if from far away. 


I stood up, ‘I have to go, thank you both for telling me, but I- I have to...” I felt my 
voice crack. Without another word I ran out of the house. | could hear Mrs. Peter- 
son calling after me as | raced down the street. | continued running all the way 
home. 


John still hadn’t come back. 


eR RR 


Juniper watched with lazy interest as | paced about the living room. My mind was 
racing. We can't stay in this house! We have to leave as soon as John gets home- 
Ihave to make him listen! It’s this HOUSE that's making him crazy! Everything will 
be alright... If we can just get out of here then John will be himself again, and every- 
thing will be alright. 


By midnight John still hadn't come home. | must have eventually dozed off on the 
couch, because | was woken up by the sensation of Juniper licking my face. | 
glanced at the wall clock. 3am. Quickly, | crossed the room and looked out the front 
window. John's car was parked in the driveway. 


Thinking maybe he had already gone to bed, | went upstairs and opened the bed- 
room door. He wasn't there. | went back downstairs to check in his office. As | 
passed the kitchen, | saw him standing there by the sink. His back was to me. 


“John?” No reply. | started to approach him. “John! Listen to mel We have to 
get out of here, this house is-" 


“Why do you keep calling me John?” He asked in an almost casual tone as he 
slowly tumed to face me. Even from a few paces away, | could smell the alcohol on 
his breath. A carving knife was in his right hand. 


| started backing up. “John- please...we-we have to leave...It's this house- it's 
making you crazy!” 
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Quicker than I would have ever thought possible, John lunged. | jumped back- 
ward- the knife only missed me by an inch. | turned and ran down the hall, with 
John in close pursuit. | made it into the office and tried to shut the door- but John 
managed to jam his foot between the door and the wall before | could shut it all the 
way. Desperately, | braced myseff against the door, trying to keep him out 


Unfortunately, John is a lot stronger than | am. He slammed the door with his 
shoulder, throwing his whole body weight into it. The door burst open and I went 
sprawling, landing in a heap on the floor several feet away. | tried to scramble to 
my feet as John stalked towards me. 


My body was shaking with sobs. “JOHNI It's ME, Sarah! John! Please NO! 
JOHN?" 


| was still screaming in denial when he stabbed me. Perhaps, my body went into 
shock because the first few times the knife slammed into me, | hardly felt it. It 
wasn't until the seventh or eighth time that the pain finally registered, but by then | 
was too weak to scream. 


“John...” | whispered one last time as he continued to slash me with wild aban- 
don, his eyes dancing with rage. 


The last thing | saw was John standing over me, splattered with blood from head 
to toe, gazing down at me with a look of cold satisfaction on his face. Then dark- 
ness enveloped me. 


July 
| woke up screaming, 


“Christ! Sarah, you almost made me crash.” My husband, John, said with a 
chuckle from the driver's seat, “You ok?" 


Good question. My heart was pounding in my ears, my skin was clammy and 
cold with sweat, and | was trembling slightly. | took a shaky breath, “Yeah, I'm ok. 
Just a bad dream.” 


| tried desperately to orient myself. We were traveling down some no-name 
back road in rural Illinois, on our way to the new house. John recently graduated 
law school and had just landed a job with a firm in Chicago. I'd lived in upstate 
New York all my life and was a little nervous about moving so far from home, but 
John assured me | would love the new place. | hadn't seen it yet 


John tumed onto a long gravel driveway. “Ok, we're almost there!” He said, 
looking as excited as a kid on Christmas morning, "You're going to love it! Close 
your eyes.” 

~ Finis ~ 
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Surviving Change 
by Stephen Pohl 


Change, even when you know it’s coming, always seems to take you by sur- 
prise. When it arrives, it hits you hard and fast, like the car that jumped the curb 
and hit me after its driver swerved trying to avoid a cat. That's what she told the 
cops, anyway. But | know better because she hit the cat too and we lay, twitching 
and broken, me on the sidewalk, the cat on the asphalt, looking at each other in 
pain 


| made it. The cat didn't. Another driver pulled over to render assistance. His 
right front tire crushed the cat and finished it off. So I looked up at the night sky 
alone in pain, until the cops and the ambulance came and carted me off to the 
hospital. First time | was ever glad to see a nurse with a needle. Nothing beats 
morphine when you're hurting bad. The first hospital spit me out to the rehab hos- 
pital when the trauma docs were done. | didn't worry much about a psychiatric 
hospital. The state seems to be closing all of them and selling the land to develop- 
ers. Those patients now live in summer quarters under viaducts and bridges and 
over steam grates during winter. The state calls it Community Based Mental 
Health Care. The churches run the cafeterias. They're called soup kitchens. It's 
too bad, because | know at least one person who needs to be institutionalize and 
isn't 


Me, | got three hots and a cot in the state rehab hospital, until the physical 
therapists, who would make great Marine Corps Dis, whipped me back into 
shape. It was slow and painful. Both my legs were broken. I've got so many 
screws and so much hardware in me now, that | can never pass a security check 
without being pulled aside for a hand held wand waving and physical inspection. | 
will never walk or run like | used to. Arthritis is my constant companion. 


Getting run down by the car changed my relationship with my girlfriend. Even 
before that | knew she wasn't happy and a change was coming. | just didn’t know 
when. But | do know this: she didn't swerve to avoid hitting a cat, she swerved to. 
hit a rat— me. At least that's how she saw it. The cat was just collateral damage. 
But | can't prove or 

change any of it. The other woman I was seeing disappeared around the time | 
was hospitalized. As soon as | was released from rehab, | left the state looking for 
a change of scenery and a safer environment 


~ Finis v 
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by C. M. Sidwell 


My tongue navigates a 


thythm in your pussy-purse; 


deposits a dancing of sequins 


in celestial arpeggio. 


My Toltec fingertips drawing 


the shapes of Orion 


in that lenient surface, 


softened by ambrosial rains; 


its dewdrop awakens 


the serpents aggression 


within a delicate vessel, 


nectarous in predator's surprise. 


elektroschocka\— 


Where Baltimore DJs Neska, Dark Angel, Cerberus, Nicholai 


and Warring spin the best mix of industrial, synthpop, power- 
Noise, electroclash, underground, 80’s, 90’s, and more. 


http://www.elektroschock.net 


Personal Kilimanjars 
by Heck 


Agunis always a tool. The tool you bought me, a few months before you ended 
our relationship, dissolving our future plans, marriage...etc, is now a minuscule but 
shimmering stone at the top of a small quiet hill. Years ago, when the wound of los- 
ing you was fresh, it seemed more a freezing lonely human considering their last 
breath at the top of a personal Kilimanjaro. | wondered whether the gods, who | 
don't believe in but often reference brought it into my life to end it. | proudly, briefly 
after receiving it would mention it to my friends...that I had received a gun for the 
holidays and would relay the story of when you first drove to Baltimore and parked 
your car and the police pulled their guns across your hood, chasing down a perpe- 
trator. | attempted to (selfishly) lure you away from your obligations with my 
mediocre town and elephantine pipe dreams, my severe love and crazy mind...and 
briefly it worked, but the miles between us and the chasm between who | am, and 
who | said | was was great and fragile. You, any you who chose me as a lover, a 
partner is often at least a bit insane...and of |, any |, you could say the same. 


So after, | naturally thought perhaps this object was placed in my life, by the gods 
(who I don't believe in) who loaded this cocked object with 147 grain hollow points 
to place against my forehead and fire, once, or more dramatically against my heart, 
giving me a few more seconds to think about my ending. | thought this for a few 
months as | repaired, retooled, went through my personal whore phase, drove a 
few thousand miles to the desert to bum some art, spent days and nights awake 
observing the change from white to blue to gray on my walls. Eventually | had 
some surgery (physical) that led to some surgery (therapeutic) and | continue to 
suss out the root of my, lets call them issues. They had nothing to do with you. 

They had little to nothing to do with me, I was just in the wrong place at the right 
time a few times in my life and the wrong people did the wrong things that they had 
likely been taught when they had no ability to judge. Once briefly as a child | was 
that wrong person, I've been forgiven and continue to work on forgiving myseff. 


Recently | was asked to do a piece for a show about epitaphs and while massag- 
ing the crania of a younger beautiful somewhat crazy female friend the single 
phrase "I'm working on it" bubbled up and brought me joy. | think of people un- 
known viewing it on whatever marker my leftover family/beloved decides a handful 
of decades from now when my body fades and them smiling, maybe even under- 
standing. | still have the gun and rarely the buzzing fly of the difficulty of the day 
passes by and whispers "use me" and | swat it away with recent memories of per- 
sonal joys, vague future hopes and present responsibilities. | still have moments 
when the noise or danger of my travels or city make me feel comforted by this ob- 
ject, this tool unused, so again | thank you for placing this catalyst, this koan of 
metal and polymers into my life and briefly for giving yourself to me. 
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Knowing your nature | doubt I'll ever get a chance to love you again so intensely, 
deeply, fully but on occasion | allow my mind to rewind to timeless nights under 
stars, in hotel rooms along the path between you and | and I'm finally able to recall 
those moments without regret, shame or guilt, Knowing the self | presented to you 
had protected the self | know now from some of my past | simply didn't have the 
keys to unlock. Alll that would come tumbling off the shelves many of us place in 
our cranium, screaming “work on if” echoing across the mountains of our pasts 
Now | enter another deep, long bout of therapy and retool my professional life to 
be more a servant of humanity rather than an master. | thank you and all who let 
me into their lives, whose natural selves crack me open via your gifts; real and es- 
oteric that provide context to my own. I wish us all, love, peace and no excuses 
for Kilimanjaros, personal or otherwise. 


~ Finis v 


IWant a Borse 


by Terence Kuch 


| want a horse to take to parties and give kids rides. 


I'l get a clown suit and put it on and give kids ice cream and cake and pointy hats 
to wear and squawky homs to blow. 


I'l do magic tricks and find rabbits in my hat and doves in my hands and shoo 
them out the door and let them flap and flutter in the sky and I'll saw you in half, 
daddy. 

| want a horse so all the kids can dress up in pointy hats and get on the horse's 
back and eat ice cream and blow their squawky horns and watch my magic show 
and yell and scream 


While 'm dressed up like a clown and laugh at the rabbits and yell at the doves, 
and I'll saw you in half, 


Daddy 


perp 


Image Wihin she Shards 


by Francis Bruno 


‘Slowly I run my hand over the silk tapestry- ancient, eighteenth century if | had 
to guess, dark red, the color of fresh drawn blood. | always loved this tapestry, 
however, it's hard to look at for too long, the images and patterns unworldly, the 
geometry unnatural. Now my wife Mary lay silently upon it. 


The attic had been full of artifacts from my family. We discovered the tapestry 
restoring the house, something that had been a long time coming. 


| brush back my Mary's hair and she seems to stir. Our house. Our meeting 
ties back to this house, back to my family and hers; so many places where things 
could have ended better. 


Looking up from my Mary, | stare at the walls. We rebuilt much of the house in 
the last year. When we first set up my office and the practice was slow, I would 
find myself staring off into space, into the dark comers. Holding up a ruler, the 
walls seemed at odd angles to each other. Walking to the comer, | could hold it up 
again and it was square. The house was not entirely of this world. 


Finding the house was another queer story. My residency had just ended and | 
started a search for a small town in need of a doctor to start my practice. My par- 
ents would have been proud of my Harvard Medical degree, if | had ever met 
them, but alas as an orphan | was alone in the world, no one with whom to share 
my accomplishments. 


Timing couldn't have been better than when the lawyer from Boston appeared 
at my apartment in Cambridge. | discovered a link to my past, inheriting an estate 
in a town called Innsmouth; two prime acres near the harbor, overlooking the 
Manuxet River. 


My small town handed to me, | made preparations to leave. Little was known of 
the area, Maps and records at the public library were sparse. | should have known 
then that this was too good to be true. if only | had known. 


My belongings fit into the same steamer trunk that | had been left at the or- 
phanage with and | was off to Innsmouth on the first train. The ride was horren- 
dous, the train dilapidated and filthy, not transportation befitting a Harvard Doctor, 
but appropriate to the strange assortment of slack jawed fisherman who seemed 
to be accompanying me. | know not their true professions, but the rank odor of the 
sea permeated the very wood and fabric of the train car. 


The one exception was a beautiful young lady, slim of build and voluptuous red 
hair cascading down her back, who | could only presume as lost since she was 
riding alongside this strange bunch to this mysterious town. With no other people | 
desired to converse, | struck up a conversation with her, immediately extracting 
her name, Mary. 


‘She was on her way to visit an aunt who had come down ill. | queried her for 
more information on the town as | had learned precious little in my research. 


“It’s a quiet little town,” she said. "I had last been down about ten years ago, a 
mere child.” She smiled and the train car lit up and looked fresh from the assem- 
bly line. 


| had been focused in school, never taking the time nor opportunity to frater- 
nize with the fairer sex, but the way she looked at me was too much. It was down- 
fallen when the train screeched to a halt and we had to bid each other farewell 


“You must look me up,” | pressed her as she left, walking into the general 
store. 


Standing in the street Innsmouth was not the town | imagined, appearing de- 
serted rather than thriving. The building next to me had an ominous brass plaque 
which read: The Order of Dagon. Not sure what to make of it, | stood waiting for a 
taxi that never materialized, my trunk by my side. 


Eventually | saw a man, perhaps thirty, shuffling a weird gait out of the general 
store lugging a large sack to an old flat bed pickup truck. 


“My good man,” | said, motioning to him. 


He tumed slowly. His head was balding and he had a glassy look in his eyes. 
His features were arranged haphazardly on his face giving him not a sinister, but 
simple look with his mouth gaping at me, open. 


With struggled breath he snorted, “En?” 


“I was wondering if you could give me a lift to..." Fishing about my pants 
pocket, looking the tourist and feeling the fool. 


Without waiting, he motioned and grunted, “Up, back.” 
“But good sir, you don't know where | am going.” 


“I took the liberty of telling him,” Mary said sweetly as she stepped behind me. 
“I've been watching you standing here and | felt bad.” Quickly she added, “I hope 
you don't mind.” 


| was taken aback. She had a few minutes to freshen up and she looked like 
an angel standing there. "No problem. | can appreciate a take charge woman.” 
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rode in silence in the back, taking in the sights. My initial elation at meeting 

Mary and embarking on my journey gave way to depression; no children played, 
the houses were in disrepair and the stench of the ocean permeated everything. 

My despair deepened as we pulled in front of the house 


“Here you go,” Mary said. “Nice house, large.” 


Looking the house over, I saw it fared no better from the general disrepair of 
the town, being only larger and overlooking the bay. Mustering as much happi- 
ness as | could | said, “I'm going to tum the parlor into a doctors office and live 
above.” 


“Good luck,” she said as the truck pulled away. 


Trying not to sound desperate, | yelled to her, “I'm looking for a nurse, think 
about it?” 


It could have ended here, she could have never returned. | looked at my pic- 
ture on the dresser. Maybe / was irresistible. Now | am standing over her. It had to 
be done. The curse. We had a good life together. 


She showed up at my house the day after we met and she helped spruce the 
place up. Within days the office was set and the home was livable. The one place 
we never went was the root cellar, a door set into a hill before the property sloped 
to the sea. It was stipulated in the will that it was not to be disturbed. The rotting 
ocean stench seemed to be strongest there so | complied 


The practice never amounted to what | had hoped. One of the first people | 
treated was Mary's aunt who seemed to be suffering a rare illness, increasingly 
sensitive to light and loosing her hair. Researching her condition, | never found 
what ailed her and she seemed to grow worse under my care. Within a few 
months she disappeared on a walk by the sea, presumed drowned by a freak 
wave. 


Mary stayed on and eventually we wed. It was a small affair, we had to go to 
nearby Ipswich to find a priest as it seemed that Innsmouth was devoid religion 
Again, another sign that could have saved my sweet Mary. 


Nine months ago, Mary became pregnant with our first child, so happy yet so 
sad. The practice was so slow that we were worried we would have to leave our 
home and move to the big city. The stress was too much, | started loosing my 
hair. Mary wanted to leave so much, she implored me for my health, for our child 
| wouldn't hear it, | insisted that | could help the town. 


The dark winter had caused me much eye strain and as the sun peered out in 
the spring, | would often duck into the gully where the root cellar door hid to shade 
my eyes. | would yank at the stout oak door rattling the large tarnished lock. It 
never once budged. 


My mind began to swim with ideas of treasure, like the ancient white silk cur- 
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tains in the attic, laying about for the plucking. | made a decision, | wanted to 
know what was in that root cellar. 


If could have left it alone, Mary, perhaps things would have been different. 1 
couldn't let them have you, have our child. 


It was early evening as | stood by the door and yanked. It flew outward noise- 
lessly causing me to jump back with a start. The stench chumed my stomach, but 
Iwas intrigued. Something had opened this door before me. 


| peered inside; dark yet the lichens and mold shown in an eery blue light that | 
could barely see by. | stepped inside half expecting the door to slam shut, yet it 
stood open, the moonlight casting inside making the shadows dance upon the dirt 
walls 


Itwas April 30%. | couldn't forget the day as it was the same as my birth thirty- 
three years ago. Surveying the room- dirt walls and mud floor, | could see some- 
thing else, another wood door on the far wall and marks leading to it, fresh in the 
mud. 


| stepped gingerly forward, my feet squelching in the deep mud. A light was vis- 
ible under the door and there was noise. Pulling the door slowly open, the noise 
became a chant growing louder. “lal lal Cthulhu fhtagn!” 


The chant sounded far off, Slowly | opened the door and peered around it, 
There was a hall hewn out of the living rock, lined with smokey torches, leading 
down under the hillside in the direction of the harbor. 


Drawing me forward, the chanting grew louder with every step. Walking for five 
minutes | came to a large cavern lit by a bonfire on a small rocky mound in the 
middle of a lagoon which must have outlet to the sea. Townspeople shuffled 
around the edges of the cavern chanting while shadowy creatures slid through the 
water and splashed about the surface. 


Next to the bonfire in the center was an altar with a man, nay something re- 
‘sembling a man, standing over it leading the chant. It looked at me and at once | 
knew what it wanted me to do. Hortified at the thought of this | tumed to run when 
a hand, wet and slimy fell on my shoulder. Jumping with a start, | screamed look- 
ing at her. A caricature of Mary's aunt, bulbous eyes, hairless, slime and gill, 
mouth flapping as though mocking me stood before me. Terrified, | ran. | think | 
ran. The dancing, the gyrations, the chanting. It wasn't me. It couldn't have been. 


At midnight | walked into my wife's room where she slept. | had to save her, I had 
to stop the curse. Looking at the knife in my hand, golden and engraved with strange 
symbols | cannot fathom how | came to posses it, nor how she could already be 
dead. My child ripped from her womb. 


The curse, it would have destroyed us. | loved her so much. | laid her out on the 
lily white tapestry, the blood dripping from my knife staining it red. | couldn't let them 


take my son. He'll be safe swaddled and hidden. | called the lawyer who will come 
and get him in the morning. Him and the trunk. 


|can hear the chanting as they come “lal lal Cthulhu fhtagn!" It won't be long now. 
Looking into the mirror on the dresser I shout, “No!” 


It shatters into pieces as | plunge my fist into it. My picture of youth flutters to the 
floor. The knife drops from my hand and there is a smashing of glass as it hits the 
mirrors shards, the reflection showing the hideous face of the curse. 


~ Finis ~ 
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ip Trap Enchantress 


by David S. Pointer 


He kept her in the 
drainage hole hideaway 
plenty of disinfectant, 
always double gloved 
then a folding autopsy 
table fell off a black 
casket truck giving him 
a splatter whack moan 
half apple sized head 
knot and bionic therapy 
leaving her to fecal air 
bubble hours and ash. 
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ness, light and the eccentric. 


Peggy Gambill lives and works in the Raleigh area of North Carolina. She's been 
publishing work since the early 90's. Her first book Patchwork.was published by 
Mount Olive College Press. 


Heck has written ever since Mrs. Shields told him in Jr High he ‘had a right to 
have a voice” unfortunately she never told him about the shutting up part. He is a 
Smile Hon regular and has also had 2 plays produced in Bmor and a few pieces 
in the Urbanite and various other pubs 


Tracy L. Henry lives and goes to grad school at Texas State University in San 
Marcos, Texas, for an MFA in Creative Writing with an emphasis in poetry. She 
spends time with her roommate and dog, traveling to small towns in the area to 
find fairs and farmers markets. 


Colin James has a chapbook of poems out from Thunderclap Press. 


Terence Kuch is a consultant, avid hiker, and world traveler. His publications and 
acceptances include the anthologies Creature Features, Dead Bells, From the 
Asylum, A Pint of Bloody Fiction, The Next Time and others. His sci-fi novel 
The Seventh Effect is scheduled for publication this March. 


Jannabelle Lee was bom on the most horrific holiday, too unspeakable to be 
named. She was an editor ata lit magazine named for a street where destitute 
writers live. She has reviewed the poetry of the poor, rich, creepy and horrifying 
alike. Puns make her cringe. Puns and piranhas are her greatest fears. 


Kat Parsons lives and works in the Frederick, Maryland area. She paints, writes 
poetry & children’s stories, and is an avid horror/suspense fan. ‘/ write and paint 
because my mind overflows with ideas and images that stream through my 
hands.” Whether paper or palette, pen or brush, expect more from Kat. 


Robert E. Petras is a graduate of West Liberty University and a native of Toronto, 
Ohio. His fiction and nonfiction have appeared in more than 50 publications. 


‘Stephen Pohl lives and writes in Baltimore above the flood plain of Dead Run, 
west of Leakin Park. 


David S. Pointer has recent acceptances at Fissure Steampunk issue, House 
of Horror, Sounds of the Night, and elsewhere. Anew chapbook is due in 2011 
from Medulla Publishing in Knoxville, TN 


Elizabeth Riggs is a nurse who lives in Maryland with her two cats, Mine and Za- 
knafein. 


Pippy Rockwell is adorable and will rip your throat out. 
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the late ‘80s, and online publishers such as The Arm's Extent and Recursive 
Angel in the ‘90s. Lately he's retumed to writing as a therapeutic antidote. He 
also enjoys bicycle racing, hiking, calligraphy, photography, banging on his syn- 
thesizers and dancing his butt off 


A descendant of Irish patriot Napper Tandy, William Patrick Tandy takes his 
whiskey neat. He edits and publishes two-time Utne Independent Press Award 
nominee Smile, Hon, You're in Baltimore!, a submission-based digest ostensibly 
devoted to life in Mobtown. Learn more at www.eightstonepress.com. 


Rebecca Urban lives most moments with the hope they will positively change 
someone else. Social worker, advocate, and crazy goth/punk chick she lives in 
the DC metro area and hunts her prey with a cup of coffee, music, and a pen. 


Sarah Wardell is alive and well in the DC/MD area, a practicing artist and patron 
of mischief. Currently off seeking the next adventure. 


Mr. Whyte lives the modem horror story in the Baltimore area — he works 40 
hours a week at a job that doesn't permit him to wear jeans. He chases Irish 
fairies in his spare time. 


Jennifer Yousfi has been a corporate analyst and technical writer for many 
moons. She's really not as kinky and twisted as her fiction writing and love of smut 
might make her seem. 


The Enigmatic MZ addresses problems of the heart by obtaining a full playlist 
and a full bottle, and not stopping until both are finished 


R.A. Boyd has always been a lover of science-fiction and women's literature 
(chicksit) and is currently an aspiring author in both genres. Shes a full-time stu- 
dent and is currently working toward a B.A. in English with a track in Literature 
and Creative Writing. 


Francis Bruno is currently developing a YA Paranormal adventure set on the high 
seas from his land-locked home in Souther New Hampshire. He has a list of 
ideas he will put to pen from horror to action to fantasy and can be reached at 
www.francisbruno.com 


E. Doyle-Gillespie is overjoyed to be a part of this dark collection. He is the au- 
thor of Masala Tea and Oranges, and a longtime contributor to Smile Hon 


Eve Draven is a 26 year old altemnative/glamourifetish model from Norfolk UK. 
She enjoys photography, art, and is the mum of two sons 


Richele Eraso is an ardent photographer and chronicler of quirk, life, love, dark- 
ness, light and the eccentric. 


Peggy Gambill lives and works in the Raleigh area of North Carolina. She's been 
publishing work since the early 90's. Her first book Patchwork.was published by 
Mount Olive College Press. 


Heck has written ever since Mrs. Shields told him in Jr High he ‘had a right to 
have a voice” unfortunately she never told him about the shutting up part. He is a 
Smile Hon regular and has also had 2 plays produced in Bmor and a few pieces 
in the Urbanite and various other pubs 


Tracy L. Henry lives and goes to grad school at Texas State University in San 
Marcos, Texas, for an MFA in Creative Writing with an emphasis in poetry. She 
spends time with her roommate and dog, traveling to small towns in the area to 
find fairs and farmers markets. 


Colin James has a chapbook of poems out from Thunderclap Press. 


Terence Kuch is a consultant, avid hiker, and world traveler. His publications and 
acceptances include the anthologies Creature Features, Dead Bells, From the 
Asylum, A Pint of Bloody Fiction, The Next Time and others. His sci-fi novel 
The Seventh Effect is scheduled for publication this March. 


Jannabelle Lee was bom on the most horrific holiday, too unspeakable to be 
named. She was an editor ata lit magazine named for a street where destitute 
writers live. She has reviewed the poetry of the poor, rich, creepy and horrifying 
alike. Puns make her cringe. Puns and piranhas are her greatest fears. 


Kat Parsons lives and works in the Frederick, Maryland area. She paints, writes 
poetry & children’s stories, and is an avid horror/suspense fan. ‘/ write and paint 
because my mind overflows with ideas and images that stream through my 
hands.” Whether paper or palette, pen or brush, expect more from Kat. 


Robert E. Petras is a graduate of West Liberty University and a native of Toronto, 
Ohio. His fiction and nonfiction have appeared in more than 50 publications. 


‘Stephen Pohl lives and writes in Baltimore above the flood plain of Dead Run, 
west of Leakin Park. 


David S. Pointer has recent acceptances at Fissure Steampunk issue, House 
of Horror, Sounds of the Night, and elsewhere. Anew chapbook is due in 2011 
from Medulla Publishing in Knoxville, TN 


Elizabeth Riggs is a nurse who lives in Maryland with her two cats, Mine and Za- 
knafein 


Pippy Rockwell is adorable and will ip your throat out. 


Jeffrey L. Shipley has an abnormal magnetic field that destroys cell phones and 
tums off street lights. He desires nothing less than immortality. He is a frequent 
contributor to Smile, Hon. He used that publication, along with his love of the 
pulps, as inspiration for Tales of Blood and Roses. 


C. M. Sidwell resides in Southem Maryland. He was published in small presses in 
the late ‘80s, and online publishers such as The Arm's Extent and Recursive 
Angel in the ‘90s. Lately he's returned to writing as a therapeutic antidote. He 
also enjoys bicycle racing, hiking, calligraphy, photography, banging on his syn- 
thesizers and dancing his butt off 


A descendant of Irish patriot Napper Tandy, William Patrick Tandy takes his 
whiskey neat. He edits and publishes two-time Utne Independent Press Award 
nominee Smile, Hon, You're in Baltimore!, a submission-based digest ostensibly 
devoted to life in Mobtown. Learn more at www.eightstonepress.com. 


Rebecca Urban lives most moments with the hope they will positively change 
someone else. Social worker, advocate, and crazy goth/punk chick she lives in 
the DC metro area and hunts her prey with a cup of coffee, music, and a pen. 


Sarah Wardell is alive and well in the DC/MD area, a practicing artist and patron 
of mischief. Currently off seeking the next adventure. 


Mr. Whyte lives the modem horror story in the Baltimore area — he works 40 
hours a week at a job that doesn't permit him to wear jeans. He chases Irish 
fairies in his spare time. 


Jennifer Yousfi has been a corporate analyst and technical writer for many 
moons. She's really not as kinky and twisted as her fiction writing and love of smut 
might make her seem. 
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CAOLERO 
Bad Love 


We all desire love, but sometimes desire 
can turn to obsession, and sometimes 
what was once magical can turn into real 
horror. 


Don’t look for happy endings in these 
Pages, where not even the simple adage 
“While there’s life, there’s hope” applies. 
From a man who'd do anything for love, 

to a woman who’d put up with anything 
to keep it. From the bizarre to the 
sublime. It’s all here. Come on, your 
love is waiting for you. 


www.TalesofBloodandRoses.com 


TERIA T TaN 


We all desire love, but sometimes desire 

can turn to obsession, and sometimes First Issue 

what was once magical can turn into real 
horror. 


Don’t look for happy endings in these 
Pages, where not even the simple adage 
“While there’s life, there’s hope” applies. 
From a man who'd do anything for love, 
to a woman who’d put up with anything 

to keep it. From the bizarre to the 
sublime. It’s all here. Come on, your 
love is waiting for you. 


www.TalesofBloodandRoses.com 


